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Elisabeth Muramki
Y ak
Led to a bridge 
that fails to hold, 
down I go,
never to know 
your hand 
again. Falling,
my horn’s 
a letter in air, 
a turning
prayer wheel.
Tell me, master, 
o f trees
I’ve never seen, 
of what the wind does 
to leaves
and everything 
born. The sun bathes 
the snow, and you
cannot help.
I feel the cold 
splash
of the blue lake.
Your sacks of salt 
drag me under.
8 Spring 2004
J. T. Ledbetter
F a c e  a t  t h e  W in d o w
W hen she woke in the dark she cried at the sounds outside 
until they told her it was only the cows moving against their stanchions 
in the barn,— and to go back to sleep and try to dream, 
but when the storm  that wasn’t expected broke over the farm and 
rain sluiced
through the rain gutters and overflowed the barrels beneath her window, 
she held herself stiffly between the cold sheets and tried not to cry.
W hen m orning broke through the mist, the old horse came up from 
the fields
lifting his heavy feet in and out o f the wet grass, and the men rode 
the wagon
into Turley’s Woods to cut the sweet-gum and balsam while someone said 
to rouse the girl for biscuits and gravy;
but when the women in the kitchen heard the scream they stood still, 
wrapping and unwrapping their hands in their aprons.
\
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Robert Pack
T h ir s t
First Germany surrendered, then Japan,
Before our senior year at Hengestone High,
And thus the fearless four o f us 
Could look up at the constellations o f the stars 
And face what was to come just fortified 
W ith vows that we would stay in touch,
That each o f us could count on help, if needed,
From the other three. Al’s m other owned a house
Above dunes dense with native roses and tough reeds,
With a vast ocean view
And a guest cabin hidden in the woods
W here we arranged to meet
Before we headed o ff to college in the fall.
Ten summers in a row, right after Labor Day,
N o m atter where we were,
We would reunion there, convinced 
We never would forget those years;
Friendship like ours would never change, despite 
Bill’s claim, “I have a thirst for new experience,”
Which was an annual refrain for him,
A claim more grandiose than his routine 
As an aspiring novelist could justify.
We couldn’t figure what was troubling him,
Some ailment in his throat perhaps, and yet 
One night when Bill had gone to sleep 
Before the rest o f us, we drove to town 
And lassoed a ten-foot plastic Coke bottle 
Standing outside a distribution plant,
Hauled it over, pried its bottom  open,
And removed the sand that held it in its place.
We tied it to the ski-rack on our jeep,
Absconding with it in the m oonlit haze,
And then unloaded it outside the cabin in the woods, 
Marked with a sign: D R IN K  THIS, O  THIRSTY ONE! 
For Bill to see next m orning when he rose.
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T hat fail Al’s cancer-ridden m other died,
H er house was sold, and Al,
W ho never seemed close to her,
Went into m ourning for which, so it seemed,
N o normal consolation could be found.
After a year, he moved to South Korea, wrote 
A bout a woman he adored who spoke no English, 
But I never heard from him again.
And Jack, who o f us all, had been the m ost relieved 
To have escaped the draft back then,
Enlisted and became an officer 
In the Marines. Soon afterwards,
As if  this letter had not been his first,
He wrote to reprimand me I still owed 
A debt o f service to my country 
Still unpaid. I could not bring myself 
To answer him; instead, I wrote to Bill,
A t work on still another book,
To tell him that reverberating night 
We stole the legendary Coke bottle 
Under the spectral blur o f  hazy stars,
To quench his cosmic thirst,
Contained the laughter that I treasured most,
The gold o f  our sworn friendship and our youth.
To my astonishment, Bill’s curt reply 
Was that he had no recollection o f his waking up 
To find a giant Coke bottle outside 
O ur cabin in the woods, and wondered 
W hat my motive was for spinning such a tale. 
Motive? W hat motive could I have except 
My own ongoing thirst for stars 
And laughter reaching out into the night,
Music o f  friendship we once thought 
Eternal as the tides? I ’m certain all o f  this was true, 
The breathless theft, the bulletin next morning 
O n the radio, our restoration o f the Coke bottle 
Next night despite the first winds o f a hurricane.
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Could Bill have chosen to forget all this 
Or did he want to claim the story as his own?
And what good could it be to question
What his motive was in questioning my motive now,
Since all that’s left from the disputed past,
Beyond my late attempt to rescue memory 
Is what was there before we four arrived:
The constellations of the hazy stars,
The ocean view to the horizon’s edge,
And, like receding laughter in rough wind,
The tides’ undifferentiated slough 
O f fractured seashells on the shore?,
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Seth Taylor
S u c k e r
SO H E R E ’S O N E  YOU may not have heard.
A young guy was sitting in a downtown hotel lobby one 
evening when he was bitten by a rattlesnake.
It just happened: he was minding his own business in a 
high-backed chair with gold upholstery, reading about a baseball 
player who had just got caught taking drugs, and next thing he 
knew there was this hard and fast clench just below his knee. 
Then a feeling o f something syrupy, sweet, and spreading. Then 
burning. He looked down and saw the snake’s jaw, curved around 
his calf muscle like a handcuff. The fangs had gone right through 
his pant leg.
The guy wasn’t in the hotel lobby for any special reason. 
He wasn’t loitering, or meeting a secret lover or anything. He 
just liked lobbies. Especially the really nice ones all draped in 
velvet. He liked how it felt to nestle down into one for a while. 
Every time he broke up with a woman, he took a newspaper and 
sat in a hotel lobby for a few hours, and then he would leave to 
go have beers with his buddies, back to being confident that ev­
ery decision he’d ever made was the right one.
For an instant, before the pain began to saw away at his 
leg, he felt flattered. His first thought was: someone’s out to get me. 
Someone somewhere was so angry with him, so flushed with 
vengeful thoughts, that they’d flown to Arizona, caught a rattle­
snake, and trained it in a basement, holding up pictures o f  him 
every night while poking the snake with needles. W hat other 
explanation could there be? This was a guy who liked to believe 
he made a major impact on everyone he met. He was that con­
vinced o f  his own first impression: his patented M eaningful 
Glance across a bar, the way his fingers wrapped around a hand­
shake, the way he introduced himself with confidence, saying his 
full name like he was carving it out o f the air. He was, in his own 
view, worthy o f  stalking by trained animals.
The young guy pulled up the cuff o f his pant leg and 
saw the two tiny holes, but they shrunk away before his eyes as 
the twin rings o f flesh surrounding them began swelling fast.
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He glanced around. The snake had already retreated, stacking 
itself into a speckled pile behind a potted palm.
Vaguely confused, the rattlesnake knew something was 
wrong here. Where was his long, smooth branch with one end 
stuck in the sand? Or his rock? Where was his desert landscape 
diorama that kept him enclosed and safe?
Then, real pain. The young guy felt a new sensation, a 
grinding, like something was starting to make a meal o f his leg 
from the inside. But he wasn’t someone who panicked easily. 
What he really needed, he thought, was a wayward Boy Scout. 
With a survival manual.
There was a concierge a the front desk, talking on the 
phone and thumbing through a reservations book. Concierges 
might know about stuff like this, the guy thought. Just because 
they’re never shown giving CPR and first aid and stuff on the 
news doesn’t mean they don’t know how. They could be trained 
for all sorts of rescue scenarios, like firefighters. Concierges: the 
unsung heroes o f the tourism industry.
Hey, the guy called shakily. Hello? I think I have a situ­
ation here.
The concierge looked up from his book. He held up 
one finger and said, I’ll be with you in one moment, Sir.
The guy blinked. He wanted to stand up and shove that 
big book.
Hey, the young guy called again, trying to push himself 
up on the chair arms. I have an emergency. Do you know what 
to do in case o f snakebite?
The concierge was too busy playing with the brass but­
tons on his blazer and talking on his stupid phone. He was so 
skinny he looked like he was made of coat hangers.
Asshole, the guy thought. Then he realized he had a 
phone too. He pulled out his own cell phone and flipped it open 
as he started sliding to the floor. Jesus, he thought, this really 
hurts. He had his pant leg hiked up to his knee. Below that was 
a now-inflated version o f his leg, turning colors. Then a new 
thread o f fire reached his knee and he bit his tongue.
He scanned the speed dial list on his phone’s tiny screen.
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N um ber one was his girlfriend, only now she was his ex-girl­
friend. N o t the best timing, but this was a snakebite. He had 
venom. There have to be special rules for venom.
She was getting ready to go out when he called. He 
could tell because he heard her moving around her living room, 
looking for keys.
Listen, he said, how are you doing? He wasn’t sure how 
to ease this particular conversation towards Hey I  need a really 
really bigfavor. This would be the truest test o f his talents.
I ’m doing perfect, she said. Bye.
Wait, the young guy said. I ’ve got a situation here. D o 
you think you could help me out with something? I t’s an emer­
gency.
Ooooh, she said, an emergency. I ’m late. I ’m going to a 
party. W ith apple martinis. I ’m completely fucking happy now, 
so maybe you can find someone else for your little mind games.
This was so her. Goddam m it, he clamped down over 
her diatribe, could you just let me finish? I ’m at the Braden 
Hotel and I ’ve been bitten by a snake. A poisonous rattlesnake 
has just bitten me and I need your help. He hated the sound o f 
his voice, rising into such shallow waters.
She was quiet for a m om ent and the young man heard 
her breathing, her tongue tapping against her teeth. It was a 
great connection.
W hat the hell is the m atter with you? She said. You 
dum ped me, remember? And now you try and get me to buy 
some load o f bullshit.
Listen to me, the young guy said, setting his jaw. His 
thigh was trembling and down at his ankle, everything was sud­
denly cold. Couples walking in expensive shoes looked down at 
him, unsure if they should stop and offer him something.
He kept the begging out o f his voice with effort. He 
said calmly, I need you to come here and suck the poison out, 
ok? I saw a thing on the Discovery Channel and that’s what you 
need to do. I know it’s a big favor.
Big favor? His ex-girlfriend laughed suddenly, hot and 
bitter. Suck the poison out? I never even liked sucking your dick 
for you, and you think I ’ll suck poison out o f you?
H ere’s the thing: this guy didn’t think it was the m ost
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audacious request he ever made. The truth is, he’s asked for 
bigger favors.
She found her keys. He heard them jingling in her hand 
as she prepared to fold her apartm ent up behind her for the 
evening. Please? He asked. Just please?
I’ll tell you what, she said. How about a deal? If  you 
can tell me the real reason you broke up with me, the actual 
reason, then I ’ll come to where you are and suck snake vemon 
out o f your leg. How ’s that?
The young guy, damp and crumpled on the Persian rug, 
got pissy. You know what? he spat, I don’t need this. You think 
you’re the only person I can call? I just thought we’d moved past 
all this, you know?
Turns out not, she replied coolly.
Peripherally, he thought he could see the concierge still 
hovering over his big book, too motionless.
Fine. Have a nice life, he snorted into his cell phone and 
beeped off. Bitch.
Fever. He realized he was getting a fever. It must be 
bad, he thought, because when he looked up at the mosaic o f 
blue and green glass on the ceiling, it looked like it was oozing, 
going from something M ondrian to something soupy.
To distract himself, he imagined another story behind 
his snake: the closest zoo was only ten blocks away. A zookeeper, 
pretty and blonde, in her 20s, was panicking after realizing she 
had left a feeding drawer open in the Reptile Pagoda. She was 
recently prom oted from the Meerkat Range, maybe, and was re­
ally trying to prove herself. She checked the other enclosures, 
fearing the worst, relieved to see that the other snakes were ac­
counted for. The yellow Burmese python raised its head sleepily, 
still full from lunch. The spotted boa hung in thick loops. Now  
she just had to canvass the city, find the snake, and do whatever 
was necessary to help whoever had fallen prey.
He craned his neck and saw the snake, still a basket o f 
itself in the corner. Fucker, he said through his own spit, you’re 
going to make a great belt.
The snake wasn’t talking.
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The young guy blurrily scanned down through his speed 
dial numbers, dismayed. Another ex-girlfriend, but he couldn’t 
call her. If the first one wouldn’t do it, this one definitely wouldn’t. 
This one would bring some friends down, sit in the remaining 
gold chairs and watch him burn away like an oil stain on a hot 
driveway. She’d bring popcorn.
Two work friends. He didn’t even consider calling them. 
No work people will ever suck the poison out.
People at work didn’t like him. He assumed it was because they 
were jealous, because he was a Go-Getter. He was the only one 
with initiative at that whole place, while everyone else preferred 
to remain languid, congealing at their desks. His boss called him 
The Guy, a compliment. He’d been The Guy at every job he’d 
ever had, even the soft frozen yogurt place in the mall when he 
was in high school. Define a problem, seek solution, make it 
happen, get credit. Next.
He wondered what would happen if the venom wid­
ened and pooled in his groin. He began to worry about his balls.
Speed Dial #8: his parents. His father would never do 
it, which was just as well— even imagining his father’s lips sealed 
onto his leg made him squirm. His mom would, though. He 
almost dialed, but stopped short. He imagined the next Thanks­
giving, relatives gathered around the table, held in awe as his 
mother told the story. The story about how young Johnny was 
poisoned and who did he call? His mother. Aunts and uncles 
nodding, smiling, wishing their own children would call them 
just to say Hello, let alone to ask for a life-saving favor. His 
cousins would make gagging noises into their napkins. One was 
a video clerk, one was a substitute math teacher, and the other 
was considering dropping out o f college to tour with his band, 
Head Wound.
He tried to concentrate on the revolving door across 
the lobby. It glinted with each turn. The young guy looked at it 
through his gummy eyes and thought o f spinning Christmas or­
naments.
At the flapping edge o f his vision, he thought he saw
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the concierge start to fidget. The brass buttons on his jacket 
seemed to be approaching, tentatively.
Just then three familiar faces swam through the revolv­
ing door. After realizing he wasn’t hallucinating, he recognized 
his former college buddies. They each had a girl swinging from 
one arm. This wasn’t as big a coincidence as it seems; there was 
a great blues band that performed in the rooftop lounge on week­
ends.
Last time he saw them had been at college graduation. 
Big bragging about big plans. Still: Hey, he called out, his voice 
thin and brittle. Hey! Kappa Sig Forever! Hey!
They looked over and broke into cheers and waves, which 
made the concierge dart away like a frightened fish. They crowded 
around him. Hey Buddy boy! How the hell are you? Get up off 
the ground and come with us! There’s a great band upstairs. 
How long’s it been? You were going to be a sports agent, right? 
How’d that go?
He weakly lifted one hand for a complicated fraternity 
handshake that involved a creative twisting o f fingers and wrists. 
Even though he could barely feel the other hands working like 
gears in his, he still remembered it perfectly. I’m fucking so fucking 
glad to see you guys, he said. Look. You gotta help me out.
One of his buddies looked down at his leg. Wow, he 
said. What happened there? This was Scotty, who’d been his 
roommate for a few months when they’d both had non-paying 
summer internships. They rented a gritty apartment in town and 
walked down to The Sink every night for beers while the heat 
licked the sidewalks.
Snake bite, he answered. Hey, remember that time you 
got hammered and you got into that fight? And those cops tried 
to take you in for public drunkenness? And I talked them out of 
it?
Scotty laughed. O h yea. Good times, he said to his 
date, who smiled into her cleavage.
I’m glad you remember that, the guy said. Because I 
could really use some help here.
Looks it. You want us to call someone for you? All 
three whipped out cell phones like weapons. Who can we call? 
The girls were not impressed.
It’s too late for that. What I really need, the guy said, what I
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really need is someone to suck out the poison. I promise it’s 
easy. You spit it out right after. His vision was melting. It was 
getting hard to tell his buddies apart.
They glanced at each o ther uneasily. He should’ve 
known. He should’ve fucking known. They straightened up, 
pulled on their jackets, and the girls’ hands moved slowly across 
their shirt fronts like tongues. He felt them drifting off, towards 
the elevators, and wanted to reach out and shake them. Listen, 
Scotty said, I ’m going to call 911 right now, and you’ll be on your 
feet in no time. Come up to the top floor when you’re ready, ok? 
There’s a band.
Does he even have a left leg anymore? He isn’t sure, but 
whatever is still attached to him is so numb, he wonders if  he’s 
going to turn into a man o f petrified wood. In ten more m in­
utes, he’ll be a sprawling sculpture in this lobby. Man Contem ­
plating Underside o f Chair.
His phone lays flat in his palm. A container o f  people 
he’s been avoiding for years now. A thin shiny box o f apologies 
he has yet to make.
His thoughts are loose and unraveled. There’s lots o f 
stuff slipping through that he wants to rem ember to do.
Minty breath in his ear wakes him back up. The con­
cierge is kneeling beside him.
Help is on the way, he’s saying. I want you to know I’ve 
called animal control and they have someone coming. This isn’t 
as uncom m on as you’d think.
Too late, the young guy knows. Everything is too late. 
Please, he says to the concierge. Take my phone.
The concierge rubs his knuckles over the bulb o f his 
chin. His eyes are gray and his face is wan up close. He looks 
sad. First he glances guiltily around the lobby. There’s the water­
fall o f  laughter as couples pass.
I want to help, the concierge whispers. He lays three 
fingers on the guy’s chest, leaving them there to rise and fall with 
each short, buckling breath. I want to. Even though I shouldn’t. 
We have very specific rules about things like this.
The young guy is ready to tell the concierge that he re­
ally has the power now. This thin, angular man can, if he chooses,
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suck the poison out o f his body, take it all in and purify him. 
Please. He looks up and wants to cry because this hotel con­
cierge is now the most important person to thank in the whole 
entire world.
I didn’t realize how bad, the concierge says in a sort of 
lonely, tunnel-like voice.
The hotel lobby tilts and lifts, until the guy realizes he’s 
the one moving. His concierge has him by the armpits, hefting 
him until he’s sitting up, precariously.
He feels the concierge’s small hands warm on his back, 
gently pushing him, curling him forward until he hears his own 
spine start to click. Close, the concierge says. Closer.
This is pain like nothing else, the guy realizes. It is en­
tirely new.
You’re almost there.
When his nose taps his knees, he’s never been so grate­
ful. The concierge’s voice is forgiving. You’re so close, sweet­
heart.
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Alison Hoffmann
R e d  R is in g
where muggers hid behind elevators waiting, mirrorless, to tear off 
my arms
where the floor rose in a blue mosaic under echoing hallways with 
many numbers
and many nights kept secret under the occasional flowered mat, the 
even
more occasional mezuzah, white scroll with its black Hebrew letters 
like a curse, 
shanah madeleh
arriving into that space of orange shag of brown leather and doorposts
bearing sayings about my life their white white faces
this Vatican o f Yale New Haven the hospital o f Saint 
Raphael where my Jewish uncle lay dying
mother’s arm drip-dripping in echo that bag
cancer bag o f clear thoughts o f pristine cells
icing veins as mother sat with lollipop
and nurses waving games to the tenements, to the projects her penance 
forgive me
her penance for the open doors, the cake with too much
buttercream, her voice screaming silent in the hallway, her mouth 
covered, like this, 
the handful
I throw on the pine box, white creases
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o f my palm under the dirt, white
lines I return to, between characters staring mutely fierce in the 
Hebrew
this scroll I now undo, taking carefully the ribbons the leather 
straps o f  this box and winding them
about my arm, a tourniquet
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Bridgette Bates
R o u n d s  o f  H is I sle
Already the bank snow refroze on top of itself.
A shallow river harvesting a shallow light, 
headlong from the house I look 
for a circuitry to make sense. He returns 
to a forest plastered by winter weakness.
Truth is, there was damage before
an idea o f fire lodged into the field’s cavity.
Watermills kicked up a seedy shore image.
Shepherds running out of the thicket with their tucked hair.
He could not touch what he wanted to save.
A black bark floated in a softer midstream.
He wanted to touch the pieces 
evenly before they burned. Drifting men 
on horseback, field tents thrown 
into the water to be rescued later. I found 
him replacing his bent body for the ungoverned 
river. His lighter weight sunk under broken ice, 
before the top surface could become dense 
enough to walk away on.
I recalled two objects that collided in their drowning 
and made a window closing sound.
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B ridgette Bates
D u st  U s D o w n
Past the hour for the gate to be unlocked.
He stood behind the fields
because he wanted to follow an example
o f how still things hold.
His fingernails churned with damage 
as he felt his way through a residue o f  bark.
Violence recalled against the tall trees, 
the fire absolved, the young 
niece unable to rest as a m oth trembled 
against the wall o f an unlit jar.
(No one called out to a house whole.)
(They could not say which town corner broke first.)
Table wine brushed into a movable circle on the inn floor, 
hundreds o f drops addressing an outside wrong.
He pulled a remaining thistle
unshaken from the ground. Backing
his hand away from the thorn
as if he could finally stall an act o f destruction.
As if he could cover the turning watermill with a thin cloth 
to disarm its spreading voice for the night.
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Nadine Meyer
A t  t h e  C ir q u e  F e r n a n d o :  T h e  R i n g m a s t e r ,  1888 
A fter Henri Toulouse-Hautrec
It is the horse’s ass that catches your eye, 
enormous beneath the tail, brushed like a girl’s, 
to a platinum shine. But the girl on this 
circus pony is a red head; her ass,/ 
perched side-saddle on the horse’s flank, 
and the sash at her waist, knotted 
in glimmering wings, promises flight.
Next you notice the Ringmaster, his eyes 
trained on the girl, her eyes on his, the rope 
of their gazes more palpable than 
the whip powering the pony’s stride.
He, in his double breasted suit, 
will conduct her flight, her explosion 
from the horse’s heft, her body tearing 
through the clown’s papered hoola-hoop.
The horse, its charged cargo on its back, 
races in a hectic arc, where 
a clown atop a painted stool raises 
a new full moon each time the velum O 
is ruptured, as though each time were her first, 
and the men who squat in stadium seating 
see her, again and again, in her first throws, 
like the girls who dance at the Moulin Rouge 
where Lautrec learned illusion, the clamshell 
under-side of skirts, the way they’d 
dance and twist, frenzied as a pony.
He painted them with wild energy 
in their skirts, though their faces were 
composed as stone, their eyes detached: a blouse 
like any aristocrat’s, a hat with plume, 
but legs you couldn’t focus on and, beneath, 
the purple snatches o f their under things.
She’s like, too, the femmes de maison
who each time they’d take him in, would arch
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and tense as though he were the first. But painter 
o f lightning skirts and bombed-out eyes, he must 
have known each time the woman swayed and groaned 
she disappeared through the darkness at the center 
of her mind. Each time she breaks the barrier, 
Fernando’s girl lands with ease on the horse’s 
rolling muscle. The clowns, with sleight of hand, 
swiftly dispose o f all those rings, but in 
the circus memory, in the sphere’s stale air 
there hangs the absence o f a girl, her shadow space, 
her body’s tear in each discarded moon.
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Alison Apotheker
How M a d n e ss  F o u n d  M y  M o t h e r
Suppose, careening this night across the Mojave, 
bounding through burroweed and creosote, 
these were not mere tumbleweeds.
Say they have gone mad from wind.
Glinting in their fierce red coats 
o f dust, they straddle barbed fences 
to fall back unhurt and wheel in endless 
drills o f duck and cover across the desert.
What if she had heard in time
their tremblings, at first as faint
as a dust devil through lace curtains
strained yellow from sunlight—
then louder, more persistent in their approach,
the sound now a tornado o f teacups and tennis shoes,
would she then have run to her windows,
flung each high in a flash, her arms lifted
as if in praise o f each open palm and glistening finger,
thrown wide the screened porch door,
the back door, the door leading to the white garage?
But she does not hear the commotion 
and sleeps through their caterwauling, 
their game o f cutthroat leapfrog that darkens 
her panes and presses against her doors 
so that come morning, when she goes 
to pick up her newspaper, the door knobs 
don’t turn and the windows won’t open 
and in the cellar where she hides 
she hears them coaxing:
Don’t call the fire department.
Don’t call the bulldozers.
Your house is cast in darkness.
Detyour eyes adjust.
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Katie Hays
B e a n  P e o p l e
N O  W IN D  COM ES T H R O U G H  the chimes in this heat. N o 
breeze blows through our shirt-sleeves either, so we take o ff our 
shirts and sit in the kitchen stitching Bean People. W hen cicadas 
hiss their static from the trees, we sweat into our underwear. 
D ad’s boxer shorts become skins. D ad’s socks make strong skins 
for bean bodies. I ’m not m other or father o f Bean People. 
N either’s Mom. She’s God: Him.
She’s He: the big bearded He.
G od and I fill the Bean People with beans because we 
have heat and cicadas. We make them  move because we have 
sweat. W hen the skin under our knees slickens, we don’t care. 
G od swats a fly.
(And even when Mom can swat a fly and I think she’s 
God, she isn’t yet Odessa Smith. All this is before M om gets a 
name at all, before the Bean People fill the house. All this is 
fourteen years ago, before I can think.)
The D ragons’ losing-streak can be charted. Statistics, years, 
names, and photographs compile so that when the byline “Teresa 
Smith” appears in the Warren Area High School newspaper be­
neath an article on basketball losses or the annual Girl Scout- 
sponsored father-daughter pig roast, I know the report is accu­
rate: I get the facts.
“A little emotion, more feeling,” Mr. Cassell said yester­
day during the editor’s meeting. His pen pointed to the photo o f 
badge-wearing girls clustered around an open pig belly. “Try to 
bring more o f the hum an element to your articles.” Facts are 
easy. Em otion, the “hum an element” o f the pig roast, is more 
difficult to capture. E m otion’s elusive.
Especially with pigs.
N ot so for my own family!
A Smith fact: An animal rotted in D ad’s car for weeks. 
We didn’t look for it. Better to hold our noses. W hen we did 
finally raise the hood for the cause o f the stink, we couldn’t find 
anything. But we knew it was there, badly decomposed, and Dad
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and Aunt Tina blackened their hands in the hood, touching part 
after part.
“We know you’re in there!”
“Stinking body! Stupid, stinking animal!”
“Come out, come out, little dead guy! We want to bury 
you nicely! You’ll have a nice place underground all to yourself.” 
“What kind of animal climbs into a hot hood?”
“Kind o f animal that’s going to go extinct soon.”
“Feel in the air vents.”
“Thing deserved to die.”
A typed sbeet and a hand appeared on my desk a few minutes 
ago. The typed sheet and the hand shouldn’t have made me 
think o f the Bean People and Aunt Tina and Odessa and the 
animal body, but it did. Mr. Calper’s bony arm and face attached 
to the sheet and hand. Paused at my desk. Dropped a paper.
Mr. Calper
12th Grade History
1st Marking Period, Family History Report 
Due Date: 10/10
This project will let you feel some of the tasks of the 
historian. It will also help you learn some family facts. 
Concentrate initially on your immediate family, and see 
how the project unfolds. The report will be completed 
in two parts: 1. Design and label a family tree with 
appropriate names and dates; 2. Add relevant facts (i.e. 
birthplace, place o f marriage, occupation(s), date(s) of 
death, relevant moves in location, etc.). Be able to give 
an outline o f your family’s unique history to share with 
the class, in poster or report form (8 V2” X 11” paper) 
by the due date above.
The facts are so far gone now I’ll only find a bone, if I ’m lucky. 
A bit o f rib blackened by the heat o f the engine. But emotion 
sends its stench out like seedpods or three thousand decompos­
ing bodies. It’s everywhere.
Mr. Calper knows my history anyway. He should. It’s
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the most exciting story in Warren County.
“Teresa,” Mr. Calper says after the last backpack goes 
from his classroom, “If  you want—  ”
“Oh, I want to do the Smiths. Our history’s fun,” I say.
He twists his lips. Rubs his stubble. “Fun. Good.”
I write my name on my desk with my eraser. Look up at 
him. Pick up my backpack.
He nods. “Right. Yes.” Fun, good, right, yes. My back­
pack goes with the others.
When Mom smoked cigarettes I somedmes sat on her lap and 
the brown circumference o f the mole on her chin matched the 
size o f her smoldering cigarette’s end. The mole was as un­
touchable as the lit cigarette above it. Pushing the button would 
have burnt the fingerprint off my index finger. I ’d wander the 
streets without an identity. I’d be able to open D ad’s boxes un­
der the bed and take the bottles out o f Mom’s medicine cabinet; 
the police could dust for fingerprints and there’d be none. I’d be 
untraceable.
Odessa herself was untouchable. Dad tried to touch 
her late at night sometimes. Yells and curses came from the 
kitchen. When Dad poured his Wheaties in the mornings his 
hands quivered with the burns.
Never mind the tomato soup spilled and dried on the 
linoleum. Mom’s body had burnt Dad. It was simple. He had 
tried to touch her. She was untouchable. She was hot.
The phone rings as my backpack (history assignment shoved in) 
hits the linoleum at home.
“Hello?” I say. I t’s not a telemarketer; there’s a cough, 
her breathing.
“Hello?” she says.
“Hello?” I say.
“Hello?”
“Hello?”
“I need cigarettes,” she says, and hangs up.
D ad’s sister Tina told me some o f what she knew four years 
after Odessa and I made Bean People, when I had three missing
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teeth. Aunt Tina didn’t see my feet drawn up tight against my 
chest; she husked corn and carved jack-o’-lanterns and changed 
the oil or the television channel during the telling, speaking like 
she was dictating a recipe for scrapple. My history’s something 
relatives and friends would rather I heard as background static; 
they’d rather I didn’t really pay attention, but they feel— none­
theless— compelled to speak. I t’s all in my head, lies and truths 
probably, and I ’ll figure out which is which and lie the truth down 
next to the lies and dispel rumors so when all’s said and done Mr. 
Calper will have a diagram and a written description typed and 
tucked into a plastic portfolio with my name on the front clearly 
lettered TERESA SMITH 12th GRADE HISTORY 2nd MARK­
IN G  PERIO D  FAMILY HISTORY REPORT. Oh, he’ll get 
what he wants. I’ll get what I want. Good. Right. Yes.
When she calls again I recognize her before she speaks. The 
pause after I say hello. The static line o f the State Hospital.
“Cigarettes,” she greets me.
“I just mailed you a carton,” I say.
“The new lady steals what you mail,” she says, ‘You have 
to come yourself or I won’t get it.”
The Bean People still line the shelves in this house where Dad 
and Mom lived. When I see the shelves and all those beany 
bodies I want to know if Odessa was like me once.
But the truth might be that she always cut D ad’s driver’s license 
into quarters and sprinkled it in the stinkweeds, or put potholders 
in the freezer. The truth might be that Aunt Tina didn’t buckle 
Odessa into the back seat and drive away with her to Somewhere 
They’ll Take Care o f Her in Her Condition.
At the beginning I wasn’t smart. Aunt Tina came to school and 
said Teresa’s mother couldn’t be here but Teresa is bright, needs 
a good strong education, what with her— because she does have 
a head on her shoulders, even if—
And they said I could wait in the hall while they finished 
the meeting.
They gave me vocabulary tests and games. They gave 
me paints and a telescope and a microscope. I was given Being
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There and Jane Eyre in ninth grade, The Color Purple and Tom Jones 
in tenth. Chance, Jane, Celie, and Tom slept on the floor next to 
my bed at night. I liked them. There was plenty o f room for 
them at my lunch table. I watched rocks thrown to hopscotch 
boards over the rim o f Frankenstein. At the moment when Jimmy 
cracked his head open celebrating his kickball homerun in sixth 
grade and all the kids circled him and all the heads looked for a 
playground monitor and someone yelled, “Jimmy’s hurt bad!” 
and “Did you see how far he kicked it?” I was reading the words, 
“like the archangel who aspired to omnipotence, I am chained to 
an eternal hell.”
All of this great education leads to this knowledge: a 
family tree should be something singular. But what should be 
isn’t always what is. So my family tree, for the purposes of the 
report, won’t be one tree. It’ll be a forest. It’ll be a national park 
after someone drops a cigarette and forgets to stomp.
Unknown (?) Troy (1954) Unknown (?) Troy (1954)
Three weeks have passed since she called. Ravioli from the can 
tastes good tonight and Aunt Tina’s not here to stop me from
now, the ones I don’t know or care about, the ones who don’t 
have their health— so the spoon scrapes the metal base and the 
sauce there collects on the spoon for one more spicy bite when 
the phone rings.
“Teresa,” she says.
“Odessa.” I hang up.
There’s one story that Aunt Tina told several times during our
Family Tree
Odessa (1969) Teresa (1986)
Unknown ^ Troy (1954)
Teresa (1986)
having it this way— she’s off helping the older Warren relatives
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walks down Prospect Avenue after school, or on drives past the 
refinery to the dam. She looked straight ahead of her as she told 
it, and stopped to curse at the menaces who shouldn’t be allowed 
on the streets, the drivers who didn’t give us the right-of-way.
Troy Smith was born in Odessa, Texas, in 1954. He was 
thirteen in 1967. That’s the year he says he became less of a 
man. That year, there was a sandstorm in Odessa.
“He had a good red bike and he rode it to deliver papers 
every morning— very strong arm he had,” Aunt Tina said. “We 
thought he could make it big with that arm, get us lots o f money 
playing professional football someday. Well, he was out riding 
this bike with the newspapers one morning and a sandstorm 
came. Said he pedaled fast but the storm rode along with him.” 
Dad liked to tell the story too, when he had a drink or 
two in him. “You’ve never seen anyone scared as I was,” he said 
once. “Felt like this whole hell was moving at me and over me, 
on top: needles in my skin, in my eyes, needles all through me 
and into my chest these dark needles so I put one arm over my 
face like this and went faster, you know, and faster, not even 
breathing, faster than you’ve ever seen anyone pedal into the 
dark, up and down and up and down, my feet going faster and 
faster and the needles kept coming and coming and then— then 
I just fell. Worst sandstorm Odessa ever had. Thought it’d never 
stop. Thought I’d never ride out o f it.”
He never rode out o f it. Maybe it rode out o f him, 
when it wanted. “After that you should’ve seen him,” Aunt Tina 
said when she first told me, and hit a squirrel with the Buick. 
“Fuck.” Her grey eyes appeared in the rearview mirror, scanning 
the street for the squirrel. “Found him crying in the dirt. Storm 
part blinded him. Troy was the best chance we all had to get any 
standing and move somewhere good. After that he saw shadow 
shapes but nothing so clear anymore. Couldn’t play football for 
Mo-Jo Magic. Dad was maybe sadder than he was— you know, 
no Mo-Jo Magic.”
I’d like to make this story into something epic. I’d like to make 
up sentences that could appear in my report:
1. “Blindness took not only sight for the son, but also 
hope for the father.”
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2. “An heir’s entire potential was dashed along with his
vision.”
3. “Troy’s father cursed the gods.”
4. “Troy’s eyes, stung with Odessa’s own sand, released
floods.”
I’d like to film all this in my head. I’d like to add music. 
Apocalyptic movie music. To play it all in black and white, or in 
slow motion, with wind and heat and blood.
But none of it was like that at all. It just happened. 
Regular speed. A few people talked about it. That’s about it.
Troy didn’t want to go but they went: up and moved from Odessa, 
Texas, to Warren, Pennsylvania, in 1968. There were relatives in 
Warren, relatives who’d been there before the family’d moved to 
Odessa, relatives who’d found a way to make money even after 
Warren’s own oil busts. The Smiths hoped for some sort o f fast 
fortune, or at least stability, somewhere other than the sandstorm 
city.
Troy’s fast fortune came in Warren. He met a girl and 
they made their fast fortune together.
“An older girl,” Aunt Tina said as she reached into a 
hollowed-out turkey body. “I’m sure. Troy wasn’t around much 
after he turned fifteen. Then he was gone about a week on what 
he said was a camping trip with the guys. We were just glad he’d 
made friends, not seeing well and all, and being from Odessa. 
Brought a baby girl home with him without a word.” The stuff­
ing mashed into the turkey body and her hand emerged for more. 
“Told our mom his girlfriend had the baby and they were going 
to move off and get married and be respectable. But she had the 
baby and disappeared.” Aunt Tina’s hand was the same color as 
that bread-mush. “Mom said the girl probably moved away to 
keep herself from a mostly blind fifteen-year-old husband who 
wouldn’t bring her class or a name or even a decent place to live.” 
That girl wasn’t named to me. I don’t know if Aunt 
Tina knows her name. Her child was Odessa, born in Warren, 
Pennsylvania, in 1969. That child is Mom. The mother o f Mom 
is a bigger mystery. Aunt Tina said before Troy came home with 
the baby she thinks they were sleeping in Troy’s car, in the back
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lot of Cabrini Motors, where the owners used to see raccoons 
tipping trash cans.
When we make the Bean People, God sits under the kitchen 
light two inches deep and dense with all the bugs. “Cooler in 
there than out here,” G od jokes. G od fans Him self with 
yesterday’s Times Observer and pokes the Bean People with His 
pinking shears. God yells, “H otter’n hell in here with all this 
light!” and tacks a trash bag over the windows.
A silk tie becomes three Bean People. Because they’re 
silky and few, the tie people receive more beans than the rest. 
This makes them stiff despite their silkiness. A terrycloth robe 
stained with maple syrup and coffee and shaving cream and blood 
becomes twenty-seven Bean People, thin and agile due to the 
beans being divided among so many.
More sentences for the epic:
1. “A bust came that same year, 1967, after the sand­
storm.”
2. “Odessa’s skyline charted her economic flux; oil pump 
jacks moved up and down along an otherwise barren fladand.”
3. “Odessa had her booms and her busts, but always, 
sand remained.”
4. “With the cutting of Troy Smith’s clothes in 1989, 
when Teresa was three, Odessa instigated a ten-year battle.”
5. “Those involved in this battle must be, like the Bean 
People, cut into squares, sorted, reassembled, named, and un­
derstood. Known.”
Troy called the child Odessa out o f nostalgia. Nostalgia for the 
home that’d blinded him.
Since Troy was only just a boy (God bless him) and didn’t 
know any better anyhow and spent his days at work at Cabrini 
Motors not seeing good anymore, Aunt Tina came to help with 
his child. Odessa liked to make puzzles. She liked dolls. “She 
was smart,” said Aunt Tina. She learned to read early. She made 
fungus pies in the wheelbarrow while Dad was groping car parts 
and grease. She smeared her mouth and cheeks with poisonous 
berries and pretended to have eaten them. She drew eyes in
Spring 2004 39
white chalk on all the trees and claimed the trees had yelled at 
her. Dad didn’t like that. “Trees can’t yell. They don’t have 
mouths,” he said. When he said that, Odessa went back outside.
When she came back, the trees had mouths. They had 
all the ripe tomatoes from Aunt Tina’s garden seedy red against 
the bark.
When she told me this, Aunt Tina, brushing her teeth, 
took the toothbrush from her mouth and said Odessa the child 
was as bad as Odessa the city and probably worse than the mother 
who wouldn’t be named. Then, mouth foaming, she spat.
October 6th she calls again.
“When?” she asks.
I hold a pencil, to take notes for Mr. Calper’s report. 
“Did you ever meet your mom?”
“Yes,” she answers, “She didn’t say a word. Very shy.”
“When was this?” I ask.
“In a dream,” she says.
When G od’s God, He sees the skin o f the Bean People as he 
gnaws His slippery chicken wings. God is satisfied.
He sees that the Bean People, no matter the cloth, lack 
eyes, hands, and legs.
Lucky for them! God would tear them off. Bean People 
should have no appendages. They should have no eyes or limbs 
or voices o f their own; God should move them. God does!
Aunt Tina told the best part of the story only once— while she 
mixed mayonnaise with tuna and waited on hold with a credit 
card company. That’s the part sometimes I believe and some­
times I don’t. It’s about how Odessa grew a belly below her belly 
in 1986 when she was seventeen. The belly below the belly was 
Odessa’s curse and it’s the part that interested kids at school.
Kids at school said she was pregnant and a man from 
Clarendon had come and done it. Odessa said she wasn’t preg­
nant. Troy didn’t say anything at all.
Aunt Tina said that because o f that belly, she thinks it 
was Odessa who gave birth to a girl in 1986. I ended up in the
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house, anyway, and grew up there on Prospect Street— with Troy 
and Aunt Tina and Odessa and a yard full of car innards.
“Hello?”
“Hello?”
“ I ’m com ing.” (If I com e she’ll w rite a history. 
Tomorrow’s October 10th. Mr. Calper will want the pile of re­
ports on his desk. The keys don’t just hang by the door now; 
they dig into my palm. The keys jingle and then go into the hole 
for keys and a key turns and then there’s just the noise o f Aunt 
Tina’s engine. Hearing the noise of the engine, steering, note­
book on the passenger’s seat, I imagine Dad in a hot, dark fac­
tory o f loud machinery— either in a factory or on a tropical is­
land.)
The Buick stalls at the wrought-iron gate. Impatiens 
raise their symmetrical white heads and salute with symmetrical 
green petals at the gate in neat rows beckoning into a clipped 
weedless green lawn. At the end of the lawn, two fountains 
front a symmetrical door that opens into a brick building.
In the gate, in the building itself, it’s much darker, din-
gier.
A lipsticked woman with bleached blond hair sits be­
hind glass by the framed mission and vision statement and plaques 
awarded for the institution’s goodness. Tyra, says her nametag. 
Tyra gives me a Visitor Authorization Form.
“Good,” I say. “Thanks.”
For ten years— 1989 to 1999— Odessa fought her father and 
maybe my father. When I was three we made Bean People of 
D ad’s clothing while he was at work. Odessa was God or else 
Mom but not yet Odessa. She said I could call her Mom but she 
wasn’t; she told me we were sisters and our mom had gone away.
In 1999 the place under Troy’s bed filled with spider­
webs and the boxes that had been there piled in that car where 
he and Odessa’s mom may’ve held each other when Odessa was 
a baby. Maybe he went back to Texas. Maybe he went to Erie or 
Jamestown for a better job, Odessa said.
So since then, Odessa has been a Noibans waitress and
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a Burger King employee and a Blair telemarketer and a janitor 
for Beatty and an Unemployed Single Mother and a Whirley fac­
tory worker and a Welfare Recipient and a Resident o f the State 
Hospital. Aunt Tina and the Warren Area School District made 
me the local wild child. I had my mother’s stubbornness and my 
sister’s imagination and my father’s quick fingers and my 
grandfather’s work ethic. They said this jokingly. In jest. Be­
cause no one really means much o f what they say about me; 
people just like to talk.
There’s no equality between Bean People. The silk tie Bean People 
say dismissively, “We were cut of different cloth.” Their seams 
are sewn shut on all sides. The silk tie Bean People don’t give 
beans to the twenty-seven terrycloth robe Bean People, who move 
gracefully and seldom complain.
The Bean People, upon completion, become distinct per­
sonalities. Some Bean People are named after our streets, others 
after our neighbors, most after names that have nothing to do 
with anything that is ours: Big Bird, Ferrari, Jackpot, and One- 
Fish-Two-Fish-Red-Fish-Blue-Fish. There is LMNOP. There’re 
President Reagan and Neil Armstrong and George Washington 
and Malcolm X. Jefferson is soft-spoken and pale blue, one of 
Dad’s socks. Alvin Chipmunk’s the evil Bean Person. His skin is 
Dad’s roughened red flannel.
We group them. Thanks to my naming, each Bean Per­
son is distinct; thanks to Dad, each has his material, which comes 
from some particular item of clothing.
I give each his story. Each is a hero or villain.
The stray cat we won’t name tenses his muscles. He gets 
very still watching the Bean People. He crouches his anony­
mous dirty body on the kitchen floor as if he belongs there, 
twitching his scabby tail, stiffening his bony back, watching Neil 
Armstrong.
Then he uncoils; he springs. They tumble— Neil and 
the cat. Afterwards, seated separately on the kitchen floor, nei­
ther Neil Armstrong nor the cat comments on the outcome of 
their skirmish. Stoics, both. The cat licks his paw and looks 
away. Neil Armstrong doesn’t even blink.
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*  *  *
Patient’s Name: Odessa Smith 
Unit: CTU 
Date: 10/9/2003 
Time: 3:30 p.m.
Visitor’s Name: Teresa Smith 
Relationship to Patient: ?
Address: 24 Prospect Street, Warren, Pennsylvania 16365
The Bean People, now unmoved, without God, and with only 
me in the house to speak to, don’t move themselves. They don’t 
argue or fight amongst themselves. They’re lazy. They sit around 
like hippos in mud.
Lizards on rocks, grapes on vines, mud on river-beds, 
rocks on tar. They lounge on the shelves before our books. They 
nesde in our hanging plants and atop the backs o f couches. On 
Odessa’s yarn blankets and beneath her dangling yarn G od’s eyes, 
they cluster.
“Relationship to patient?” Tyra asks, holding my form. “You 
need to complete the form entirely.”
For the report— a note. A visitation rule: “Visitation 
will be refused if you are involved in Protection from Abuse 
Actions with the person you wish to visit.”
“Daughter,” I say.
“If Dad’s going to use the old windshield wipers he picked up at 
Cabrini Motors as a weapon,” Odessa told me in 1989, “I’m go­
ing to put my foot down. She put her foot down: a PFA on Dad. 
Dad picked up his feet and walked out.
“He’ll be back,” I said.
“For a man who can’t see— ” she said, “And if he does 
come back, he’d better not come within five hundred feet or that 
back o f his’ll be in a ten-foot cell.”
She picked up his underwear and cut a neat square from
its rear.
Dad did come back the next week, and when he did a
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Bean Person made o f his best suit greeted him quiedy from the 
toaster.
So an arms race began; Dad put a PFA on Mom. That 
meant neither could come within five hundred feet o f the other, 
I decided, or they’d both be put in jail. His car burnt tire marks 
out by the stop sign and I thought that was the end o f seeing 
him.
But he called a week after that, and she spoke and they 
moved back in together and so for the year 1989 (and even for 
the ten years after, when the PFA wasn’t in effect anymore) when­
ever they were within five hundred feet o f each other I imagined 
calling the police and having them both put in jail, maybe in ad­
joining cells. That’s the way they’d want it.
In the elevator: a denim-clad woman, a gnome-like man who 
chews an enormous wad o f fluorescent yellow gum, and me. 
Friends o f Odessa? Her new family? And Odessa would talk to 
this new family, denim-woman and gnome-man— about the 
weather. The nation’s foreign policy. World politics.
A wiry grey-skinned man unlocks the door to the CTU.
“Thanks,” I say. The poster by the door— “People With 
Mental Illness Enrich Our Lives”— lists famous names o f the 
mentally ill.
“Patty Duke!” I say to the man, pointing, “And there’s 
old Ernest Hemingway!”
“Sure,” he says, squinting at my nametag.
He leads me down a door-lined hallway (each door dis­
playing a construction paper nametag: Sissy, Herman, Tammy, 
Joseph) and unlocks the Visiting Room and unlocks it.
“Thanks,” I tell his back, and open the door. Odessa 
sits there on a couch. Mole intact. N o cigarette. I nod. Smile.
“Hi,” I say.
“Hi,” she says.
“Hi.”
The blue in all the G od’s Eyes has gone grey so the house now is 
ripe with hanging grey eyes, dull eyes. There’s dust on the uni­
corns, dust on the porcelain Cyclops, dust on the Permian Pan­
thers mug and Mo-Jo blanket. Dust clinging like dew to the fake
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flowers in the orange vase on our kitchen table. Dust overflow­
ing from a cornucopia o f plastic fruit. On a plastic dart set, each 
ring, and the bullseye itself, is dust or a hole. The Bean People 
collect their dust too. They don’t converse.
So many unmoving bodies, bubbles of energy, litde pock­
ets in space. They stare out from under dusty grey G od’s Eyes 
and are mute. We found the stray seven years ago, in a pile of 
such dust. Neil Armstrong has no more cat to wrestle. There’s 
no movement for him now.
N o talking about “our unique history” here. No relevant facts. 
We sit. Pen tapping notebook. Tapping.
Visiting Room:
1. One blue floor.
2. Four white walls.
3. One circular table.
4. Two pink heart placemats on one circular table.
5. One half-completed jigsaw puzzle picturing the crash­
ing ocean on one circular table next to two pink placemats.
6. One piano. Locked.
7. Two stiff couches set against three of four white walls.
8. Three paisley flower couch-covers covering two stiff 
couches set firmly against three o f four white walls.
9. One Teresa Smith on paisley flower couch cover.
10. One Odessa Smith, here, not talking, not being talked 
to, on paisley flower couch cover.
11. One grated, screen-covered window.
Back at home, some are shoved onto the beds with letters and 
newspaper clippings and receipts and prescriptions and phone 
numbers and bank statements: mixed, stacked, shuffled. I don’t 
need this information for the report; I can go by what people 
have said. I could write the report by the way they looked at me, 
but that’d be relying on emotion.
No talk. No questions. Odessa stays on the couch. I stand and 
look out the window. Two women smoke next to a radio on the 
ground below.
“So,” I say.
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“So.”
“Let the good times roll,” sings the radio below the win­
dow. I give her the cigarettes. She tucks them into her sock. 
“So.”
“So.”
“W hat do you do for fun here?”
“Nothing,” she says. She shakes her head. “There’s no 
fun here.”
“N o fun at all?”
“N o fun at all. N ot even a picnic yet this year.”
“Well, what are they waiting for?”
“Rain,” she says.
N o questions or answers. But— more unique facts for the re­
port.
Four White Walls in Visiting Room:
1. Five framed posters:
a.) poster o f plant drawings, labeled
b.) poster o f fish drawings
c.) poster o f flowers, captioned
d.) poster o f bird species
e.) diagrammed, framed fungi
2. At each poster’s base, Smoky the Bear points at the 
viewer like Uncle Sam.
“You, too, can help prevent forest fires,” I say in a deep 
voice, “Protect our wildlife.”
She stands and taps the window grate to the beat o f the
music.
“WeH.”
‘Well.”
“I have to go to the bathroom,” I say.
She looks down at the smokers who must still be stand­
ing below. Waves her tarry fingers.
“4:15. I t’s almost time for me to smoke.”
G od gets old. He stops moving the Bean People. God becomes 
Odessa Smith. He becomes she. Teresa Smith doesn’t pile the 
Bean People together in a long sock; she doesn’t poke out their 
beans one at a time. She doesn’t and won’t slide the skins o f
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two— blue plaid and red flannel— against each other. Leaving 
them alone and separate, in rows, she won’t ever do any o f this 
again.
Reader’s Digest once said that speaking o f oneself in the third 
person is a sign o f mental illness. Teresa Smith suspected this 
was true. She turned to another section; she read “Humor in 
Uniform.”
My notebook is all lists. A note: in the bathroom down the hall 
from the Visiting Room, the stall door locks don’t extend to their 
holes. The doors swing freely on their hinges. Teetering from 
the toilet, I reach to hold my door shut.
If  I asked her— I could ask, “Did Troy ever— ” or “Do 
you think I— ” but my stomach feels heavy, heavy, and my eyes 
want to be crushed. The door swings wide. I jump up, grab it, 
and return to the toilet. If  I asked, or said, she’s still not going to 
be—
Flush.
“Teresa, this is Debbie,” Odessa says when I come out o f the 
bathroom.
“Hi,” I say.
“Hello,” Debbie says. We follow Debbie from the Vis­
iting Room and down the corridor. Humming, Debbie strokes 
gold necklaces and waddles.
A padlock seals the door to the CTU. “Locked,” I say, 
rattling it.
“That’s what I’m here for,” Debbie says, “You need me 
more than anything else right now.” She grins and jingles a set 
o f keys.
“Goodbye,” I tell Odessa. There’s a knot in Odessa’s 
shoelace and I crouch to untie it.
“Leave it alone. It works,” she says.
“There’s a knot in it.”
She’s going to die here. I think o f that as my fingers dig 
into the knot— her dying here. Her mole will blacken with her 
smoker’s lungs. Funny. Something will eat her mole! I’ll never 
push it! And if I did—
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Slam. The CTU door. N o hug.
“Goodbye!” I call through the door to her. Hugs are 
unnecessary. We didn’t talk.
“You always have to have things just right, don’t you,”
Odessa yells from behind it.
I ’m stepping on a bug body in that same house, that Warren 
house, its floors littered with bugs crisped by the light and the 
remaining hairs o f the stray who pounced on the stupid eyeless 
Bean People we made o f D ad’s clothes because we had nothing 
else to do, nothing else to keep in our hands, no better thing to 
think about but what Bean People’d be doing because you can’t 
tell what’s good or right and everything’s stupid heat.
Disappointment bows in the floorboards; disappoint­
ment creaks under the boards. Disappointment clings to every 
hair. Disappointment cakes the inside o f cheap porcelain uni­
corns and cyclops. Ringing its brown stain in the Permian Pan­
thers mug, winding through every fiber in D ad’s Mo-Jo blanket, 
balling into beads along the fake flowers in the orange vase, spill­
ing from a cornucopia o f plastic fruit: falsely ripened, colorful, 
plastic, heavy disappointment. I t’s sealed in a plastic dart set so 
each ring, and the bulls-eye itself, is disappointment or else a 
hole. N ot that there’s a difference. I kick the walls to loosen the 
disappointment and make it fall like old paint.
I t’s fresh; it doesn’t.
Maybe Odessa’s right; I always want things just right. They aren’t 
just right, but what’s the problem with wanting them that way?
The people who want things just right are the ones who 
make the world go ‘round. They’re the ones who keep the birds 
from getting into the fungi poster. They’re the ones who help 
prevent forest fires. They’re the ones who italicize the print and 
frame the institution’s mission statement in glass and hang it 
straight and keep the fish from swimming into the plant cap­
tions.
They’re the ones who lock the piano in the Visitor’s 
Room and put grates on the windows and keep a radio to play 
“Let the Good Times Roll.” The people who want things just 
right say things, in their posters, about enriching our lives. They
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make lists. The people who want things just right chart things. 
They graph them out. They write reports.
But the report won’t be written.
I’m sitting in a chair in the kitchen. Under the bugs— the same 
bugs that were there fifteen years ago. I’m lifting scissors and 
making dots on this table with their sharp point. Dot. Dot. 
Dot. There’s nothing right.
A report: the way she tangles her fingers in my hair. A 
report: not touching the mole. If  I could lose the fingerprints, 
let them gurgle into those roots, tawny like D ad’s drink— into 
the dirt, deeper and darker into that mud and sludge, down 
through the worms and things we can’t name, the bugs that won’t 
be seen, who’ll burrow and twist their bodies into that same soil—  
then what?
I could make the word “maybe” a report. Maybe there 
was a moment when Odessa was a child who looked at his teeth 
and hiccupped. Maybe Troy bent low and she fit a blade of grass 
into the crack between the front teeth. Maybe she pushed her 
fingers (not tar stained— not yet) into his. Maybe she held them 
as they walked to the slides or the trees in the backyard (the trees 
with the eyes). Maybe she listened as the trees spoke to her, or to 
him— to them both.
Maybe it wasn’t just Odessa that heard the trees talking.
A report: heat. N o wind. A trash bag over the window. We sit in 
our underwear: litde pockets o f sweat, little bubbles. Hissing 
static. Somewhere behind the trash bag. Skins for Bean People. 
Polka dots. Stripes. Plaids. D ad’s boxer shorts. D ad’s socks. 
Strong skins. Bean bodies.
Hissing, hissing. This is fourteen years ago, before I can 
think. This is when I know things.
Mom isn’t Odessa. I’m not Teresa. Mom isn’t the big, 
bearded He. There’re no Smiths.
No Mom. No me. We. We’re God: Him. We always 
were; I’d forgotten.
We’re He: the big bearded He.
Boxer shorts and needles. In and out and in and out.
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Pins, long and sharp. Then Bean People. God makes them move 
when He won’t. Names. Heroes and villains. Shoves them to 
the spice rack.
Years o f naming. Years o f heroes and villains. Then
dust.
Now they’re beating on the canvas, on the silk, on the 
felt and flannel fabrics; they twitch. They’re going to be let loose. 
Torn open and pushed into mud. To begin again. N o more 
thread. N o more sewing things together.
When it’s hot in the kitchen someday, maybe Mom will 
come home.
Maybe Mom was never home. Maybe, years from now, 
the Bean People won’t have a home. Maybe there’ll be no more 
Neil Armstrong. The trees will hiss and there will be no ears to 
hear, or mouths to say it. There’ll be no Jefferson or Jackpot or 
Ferrari. No girl scouts or pigs or emotion. N o President Reagan. 
Beanless, the silk tie Bean People will be the same size as the 
stinking gym sock people, emptied o f beans, poked open and 
ripped apart and jammed underground, under fossils, under 
chipped arrowheads and snail shells; the beans won’t be daugh­
ters or sisters. After the plants and animals go, there won’t be 
mothers or grandfathers or God. N ot fish. N ot flower or fungi 
or bird. After years and years from now, after heat, after words, 
after facts and epics and naming, after heroes and villains, there’ll 
be soil and beans.
A history: in the beginning there weren’t families but 
everything was related.
A report: God raises His scissors.
Lowers them. In go the scissors— into the thick skin of 
a terrycloth Bean Person, into its beany blood and guts, and into 
its dark beany heart.
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lightsey Darst
B l o u n t s t o w n  
Glorious in ash, phoenix
feathered, upheaval is now our queen: she spreads her reign
even to this litde town you barely 
stop to fill
your gas tank in: the man’s on his ass,
wife sweeps their savings out the door,
sets a match-stick idol
up in place
of his mother’s spotty photograph—
The pretty girls
get pox while the homely ones scratch 
their names into the face 
o f Baldman Mountain— And
believe me, that teacher knows
her long year is over when
the students burn her down like a red barn
in a field nobody owns.
Nobody owns these hands 
or what they make or do: I rend,
I reform. I make the kings
kneel knee-deep in mud, stretch
to the beggars for a branch.
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Bridget Cross
P o st c a r d  f r o m  m y  U n c o n s c io u s  t o  Y o u r s
I don’t want to be your dolphin anymore, 
one eye always on your swatting, crushing dreams, 
your mad tabulations, quasi-battles with giant 
or wine sac, your measured catapults 
from one comatose mishap to the next.
I thought you were just coming over to kill my cockroaches. 
I never thought you’d banish caffeine or drop your pants 
in tiny melees all over my apartment. And each night 
tossing ourselves onto the pallet where my inner fable 
calls out to your inner fable— I am sick 
o f the saccharine transistors in our chests, 
their murderous broadcasts. I want to sleep 
with both my hemispheres and I want to stand by 
my brilliant underestimation o f the weight o f nakedness 
and the roof o f your love in my fist.
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Bridget Cross
W h il e  P a c k in g  U p  t h e  K i t c h e n ,
I P r o p o s it io n  a  P o e t  f r o m  O k l a h o m a
Matthew Rohrer,
I’ve cut the photograph from the back of your book and stuck it 
to the refrigerator
while I trash everything but the tea and the salt and the rum.
I wanted you to see me scrub the two heaviest years from the floor
but you only pale against the plastic.
You’ve a crenellated basin behind your eyes.
You look as if you’ve discovered something spectacularly concave.
I’d like to visit you somewhere spectacularly concave.
I understand if you don’t like me back, or if you’re busy pressing 
your face to brick in Brooklyn.
I know subway tunnels are replete with regret, and I don’t 
pretend otherwise.
From the top o f my block, New Jersey is the orangest thing 
that’s ever happened,
and everyone cries over spilled gin.
Matthew Rohrer, I don’t care about your fucking magazine or the 
integrity of your couplets.
Your recipes do not astound me.
I’m not interested in suspension, only atrocities and the western states. 
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I believe your face is ascending atmospheres against my fridge.
They say New York is the loneliest city in the world.
I’m telling you New York is the loneliest city in the world.
I don’t mean to put you on the spot but I have to leave here 
tomorrow.
I’m out o f tape.
I don’t care what you crave.
We are leaving. Bring boxes.
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Sharon Chmielary
S u b je c t s  (t h r e e  p a r t s)
For Artemisia Gentileschi, accomplished and recognised painter,1593-1652. 
1.
As to the paintings, hers were a Baroque
kind o f home therapy, vicariously
sizing up the rapist as if he were an unplucked
chicken: Dispatch the job, written all over her brush
and face, mirroring Judith Slaying Holofernes.
Knife, virgin-white sheet, speckled with blood.
The rapist’s fist balled against the female 
breast, ever so weakly, due to a deep 
slit in his jugular. And yet, vengeance 
can be delicate. Look how tenderly, 
in Jael and Sis era, Jael pounds a peg 
into her enemy’s ear.
2 .
Maybe you call it lapis lazuli, maybe royal blue.
The fabric is rich as the first unfolded evening, 
the premier gentian. Blue’s throaty, trumpet voice.
Against a golden shift you have the stunning 
first day and night in the firmament. You have 
first cousin to the great. You have Judith, 
in blue, her breasts slipping out o f her bodice.
The heart beats wildly. Judith’s maidservant 
looks over her shoulder, fearing anyone 
walking in on the act— catching the two women 
carrying Holofernes’ head off in a basket.
Such rustling satins, deep folds, dresses 
as recitations of a story’s favorite lines.
They do not want one single omission.
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3.
Cara, the painter’s self-portrait. She reassures 
her skin she loves it still. Even after the rapist 
has handled it, her body is the ever-present 
model for a rounded arm, a shadowed eye, 
which side o f the face to reveal.
Her hand flies, at work even in sleep, 
when she reaches for her man, his sex, she 
weighs its bulge, measuring what might be 
Holofernes’ size. Would robes diminish it?
So the only blob one sees is his severed head?
Her stove, her oven, the strip between
her legs. She is the hottest woman in Florence.
No one dare touch her. Before she even 
enters a room, she’s already painting 
her reaction according to who sits where.
The beauty o f an inner room! Jupiter’s 
sperm spraying as stars through the portico 
windows. A once-in-a-life-time evening, 
a golden storm that catches a maiden’s breath.
And Danai, the subject, catching the stars in her fist.
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Nate LeBouti/lier
T h e  S h e i l a  R y k e r  G u a r a n t e e
Sheila Ryker Guarantee -  guarantee surpassing all other guarantees; 
one’s ultimate word. Made most valuable by condition that each person 
in possession o f guarantee only retains Sheila-giving power until wrong, 
whereupon holder is stripped o f Sheilas for life.
-Sheila Ryker Constitution, Article I, est. 1993
G O  BACK A N D  SAY you’re Jam es “W in sto n ” 
Churchill, the one who came up with the Sheila Ryker Guarantee 
that night in December, 1993. You walk outside into the Minne­
sota winter night. You take a deep breath. Clean, you think. 
There in your driveway idles DeLuco’s yellow station wagon with 
the fake wood panel siding, a real pile o f shit. DeLuco rolls 
down the window, asks, Hey Winston, how was Vanna White 
looking tonight? Suck my wang, you say.
Fifteen minutes ago you were just hanging out at the 
house, watching some tube with your mother— your friends con­
stantly bust your horns because you watch Wheel of Fortune 
nightly with her, but that’s exactly what you were doing—when 
the phone rang and it was DeLuco, asking what was happening.
Nothing, Luco, you told him.
You’re in the middle of watching Wheel with jour psjchopath 
mom, aren’t you, Winst? said DeLuco.
You hated when he said things like that, things about 
your mother. It was a sore subject.
You asked him what was with the horn-busting but he 
ignored you and said a bunch o f guys were going to Redwood 
and were you coming along? You asked who was going, and 
DeLuco said, Who doyou think? and you assumed that would mean 
yourself, DeLuco, Phelps, Jonce, Ole and Benny.
You asked w ho’d be driving and DeLuco snapped, 
Dammit Winst, what’s with the twenty questions,? Doyou want to ride 
with us or not? Yeah yeah, you said, and DeLuco said he’d be over 
in ten shakes of a lamb’s tail. DeLuco was very fond of saying 
those sorts of things. You asked him if he was driving then, but 
DeLuco’s answer was that he hung up.
Mother asked who called and you told her it was DeLuco,
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and you’d be heading out in a few minutes. Mother turned away 
from the TV, a rare move for her when Pat Sajak was holding 
court. She faced you full on and you noticed her hair looked like 
it usually did, like nothing. It just looked like hair, general issue. 
Obligatory. What made it worse was her hair represented the 
rest o f her, so plain. If  you were ever made to write a descriptive 
essay about your mother, you would write: Hair, face, body. More 
descriptive? Eyes, nose, mouth, skin. More descriptive? Impos­
sible. You often wonder how someone can look so bland. You 
worry you look the same.
Mother sighed. She said the final puzzle was coming up 
right after commercial, and she thought the guy was going to go 
for the car. You said you hoped he’d win, but you had to get 
ready because DeLuco’d be there any minute. You knew Mother 
would hate if you left before the final puzzle— especially to hang 
out with DeLuco— and now you’d hear it from her. A  guy can't 
win, you thought. I f  I  watch Wheel of Fortune I  lose, and if  I  don’t 
watch Wheel of Fortune I  lose. You thought it was no way to live a 
respectable life. But you could take a razzing from Mother. Bet­
ter her than DeLuco, anyways.
She started in, asking just what you thought you boys 
would be doing running all over the countryside and you told her 
not to worry about it, that it’d be a regular cruising trip to Red­
wood Falls. You reminded her you did that kind of thing all of 
the time and she was well aware. She asked whether you’d fin­
ished your homework. Yes, you lied, because you weren’t finish­
ing that homework for Senora Jones’ Spanish class even if God 
himself came down and badgered you to do it. You hate Span­
ish, mostly because you don’t care to study it. Spain’s a long 
damn ways off to be visiting anytime soon, and if you went to 
Mexico, it would only be a weekender when you were in college 
or something, so what was the use in learning anything but the 
swear words for now? Plus, what was wrong with English? It 
was like DeLuco said to Senora Jones last week when she was 
trying to rag him out for getting a three out o f ten on the vo­
cabulary quiz: English is the official language of the United States, last 
time I  checked. Everyone laughed at the way DeLuco said, last time 
I  checked, including you, but Senora Jones just shook her head
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and probably thought he was hopeless. You thought DeLuco 
had a point.
James (that’s what your m other calls you because she 
named you that, even though no one has called you anything but 
W inston since the third grade when it was DeLuco— who else?—  
who set the trendI), you know I  don’t like you running around with that 
DeLuco, he’s no good.
M other, you said, D eLuco’s a good guy and you know it.
M other said she rem embered when he got a speeding 
ticket last year, and she did— she remembers dum b little things 
like exactly who was in the police log in the newspaper from a 
year ago but she forgets a thing like your birthday, which she has 
done two years running now. But you stopped blaming her long 
ago. She is hard to hold responsible.
M other, you S2id,you know DeLuco is a good guy— don’t 
make a m ountain out o f a molehill.
There was a honk outside the door. You went for the 
kill. You went up to M other and gave her your sappiest hug and 
a kiss on the forehead.
M other, I love you, you said.
The Wheel is hack on. H e’s going to go for the car. You said 
you’d see her later. James, tell that DeLuco to drive 55. You walked 
out the door. A n d  wear your seatbelt ju st in case, you suppose she 
said, turning back to the television and Mr. Pat Sajak.
Jeremiah K  Phelps— Loss of Sheila Ryker Guarantee privi­
leges: May 2, 1995. Fatal statement: “I  Sheila Ryker Guarantee I  will 
beat you. ” Phelps, hunched over on the University of Minnesota campus 
tennis courts, sweating and angry, responds to DeLuco’s taunts and trash 
talking with The Guarantee of Guarantees. Phelps gives a Sheila he will 
beat DeLuco despite the fact that this isjust his second time ever on a tennis 
court, he has a sore ankle, and he is down 1-6, 2-5 in a best-of-three-sets 
match with DeLuco, who is set to serve for the match. Phelps loses his 
Sheila two and a half minutes later and DeLuco rubs it in, first by collaps­
ing on the court in mock disbelief, then by jumping to his feet and prancing 
around the court fo r a victory lap, waving to pretend admirers. Phelps 
throws his tennis racket at DeLuco, but it misses. H is one and only S heila 
Ryker Guarantee gone, Phelps promises not to speak to DeLuco ever again, 
a promise that lasts not forever, but a day-and-a-half nonetheless.
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*  *  *
You see DeLuco has already picked up the others so 
you open the back door. Ole gets out. I called N ot Fag-In-The- 
Middle, he says. C’mon, you say, I’m way bigger than you. And 
you are— six-foot-two, almost two hondo compared to Ole’s 
squat, five-nine, hundred-fifty-pound frame— but what Ole says 
is, You ain’t bigger where it counts, dumbass, and grabs his crotch, 
giving it a couple inspired thrusts for good measure. You suck, 
you say to Ole, and pile into the back seat’s middle next to Jonce. 
No, Ole says, your mother sucks. Why just last night she—  but 
you cut him off and tell him to go to hell. Ole gets in beside you 
and yanks the door shut. DeLuco backs out o f your driveway. 
You notice it’s just him and Benny in the front seat. W here’s 
Phelps? you ask, and Jonce informs you that Phelps’s mom made 
him go to church. That sucks, you say, and you mean it, because 
only Phelps gets more shit on account o f his mother than you 
do. No, says Ole, your mom sucks and at that Jonce and DeLuco 
and Benny start laughing like a bastard. You shake your head 
and think what it would be like if your stupid friends would stop 
giving you shit about Mother. What do they know about her 
problems anyway? W hat do they know about the way you use 
that extra money from your second job at the bowling alley to 
help pay the monthly electricity because Mother’s disability check 
doesn’t cover it? Nothing, because you don’t mention that. They 
just go on teasing you because she has been to the looney bin a 
couple o f times, and because working at the bowling alley is a 
chump job and you look like a buttwipe in the puffy green Jerry's 
Bowl hat you are made to wear. But still, you are glad you are not 
Phelps at church tonight, sitting in a pew.
D eLuco turns up the radio, 94.3 K D O M  ou t o f  
Windom, and starts to sing along with Tommy James and the 
Shondells. Crimson and clover, over and over. You know all the Old­
ies. But DeLuco and Benny know all the Oldies. Only one song 
ever came on KDOM  where DeLuco didn’t know the words, at 
least that anyone saw. That’s never happened to Benny; he truly 
knows every one. You’re at about 90 percent. You and your 
friends started tuning to the Oldies on KDOM  about three years 
ago— exactly, it was the day DeLuco got his shit-mobile station
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wagon— and have been listening ever since. On account o f you 
and your friends, KDOM  has a lot more listeners from your 
high school during their Oldies broadcast every evening. It’s 
funny too, because Tom Satterly, the DJ, takes dedications Tues­
day and Thursday nights, and you can’t believe how many dumb 
kids started calling in dedicating songs to their stupid girlfriends, 
their teachers, their dog. DeLuco fixed that one night when he 
dedicated songs, in succession, to “Mike H unt” and “Sharon 
Peters” and “Jack Mehoff.” Stupid Satterly didn’t even get it 
when DeLuco called back an hour later and dedicated one to 
“Dick Face,” just broadcasted it happily over the airwaves as ev­
eryone laughed themselves mental. But the next time DeLuco 
called in, Satterly told him there were to be no more dedications 
for a while because he got quite the talking to from his boss for 
cussing on the air. DeLuco laughed, told Satterly he was sorry 
he got him in trouble. After he hung up he told everyone Satterly 
actually used the word “cussing,” which everyone thought a gem 
and made into a buzzword for about the next month at school. 
You done with that damn pencil, you dipshit? Oh, stop your 
cussing. Chuckle, chuckle, ha, ha.
Orson L. “Ole ” Olson— Loss of Sheila Ryker Guarantee privileges: A pril 
17, 1997. Fatal statement: “I  Sheila Ryker Guarantee I  will never drink 
again. ” Out drinking with his grain elevator work friends one evening, Ole 
gets bombed and, against everyone's advice, tries cajolinginto bed the girl who 
just broke up with him two days before. Fie strikes out big time and looks 
pathetic. Ole doesn’t commit the cardinal sin of giving a drunken Sheila, 
but does commit a fatal error by giving a Sheila about drinking, the next 
morning when hung over and depressed. I  will never drink again, he says. 
No one listens, so he packs some wallop. Giving one of the most ill-advised 
Sheilas in Sheila history, Ole says, No, seriously guys, I  give you a Sheila 
Ryker Guarantee I  will never drink again. This time, friends listen and try 
to reason with him— take it back, Ole, take it back! But the Sheila’s out 
there. I t’s like making a move in checkers and takingyour hand off. Some 
seven hours later, Ole buys a round of Coors for his table of friends and 
himself, committing Sheila suicide.
You ask DeLuco why it’s Redwood tonight. DeLuco 
says, Why not? You say that there is just as good cruising going
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down in Jeffers these days which is only ten miles away, not the 
forty it takes to get to Redwood, and Ole gives you an elbow to 
the breadbasket, no difficult task for him beings you’re riding 
Fag and your ribs are his for the poking. Minor pain precedes 
enlightenment when you remember Tara Nickel, the girl from 
Jeffers who dumped Ole on his ass last week in favor o f some 
other monkeynuts. You’re no world traveler, but those Jeffers 
girls have ultra-limited cruising range; they’d never be in Red­
wood. They love Jeffers and why fix what ain’t broke in terms of 
cruising excitement? Jeffers is fine for the like o f Tara Nickel 
and Kimmy Sappington and Robin Olsem and Nicki Pudenz 
and Frenchie Minion and Laridee Anderson and Sophie Schoper 
and all the tagalongs you can’t keep straight because they tend to 
melt into each other. Those Jeffers girls. You imagine they’ll be 
there forever. Ole probably won’t ever get out of town either 
but he’s just recendy been a fool for Tara Nickel, and he’ll prob­
ably be that way even when he’s sixty and Tara Nickel’s sixty and 
neither o f them ever go anywhere, just think about the old days 
when they were young and bucky and in love with something. 
You don’t want to ruin Ole’s life— hell, you might be stuck there 
right alongside Ole when you’re sixty too— so you try to apolo­
gize. Oh, sorry, Ole, you say, I forgot about Tara Nickel. Ole 
says, Tell it to the judge, and you say, What? and Jonce says, What? 
And Benny says, What the hell is that supposed to mean, Ole? 
and DeLuco— who is usually the prime thorn in the ass— just 
sings along to Aretha Franklin and pays attention to the road. 
But you are into Ole’s problem now and it’s a good one as women 
problems generally are. Plus, it keeps them from chiding you 
about your mother. Benny is demanding an answer to what the 
hell Ole meant by the Tell it to the judge comment and Ole says, 
Screw you man, who cares? Jonce tells Ole he doesn’t need to be 
an ass just because that rotten old skank Tara Nickel tossed him 
aside like a ten-cent jizrag and then you and Benny are all over 
Jonce for that stupid one, the kind Jonce is famous for pulling 
when he tries to come up with the good ones like DeLuco does.
DeLuco finally gets into the act by turning down the 
radio and telling you you’re all nuttier’n squirrel shit— one o f his 
favorites— and that Ole doesn’t have to worry about stupid old 
Tara Nickel anymore because there are probably at least ten vix-
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ens to be picked up tonight in Redwood, and if you do the math 
that’s two apiece. This seems to be a good thing to say and 
quiets everyone down, at least on the topic o f Ole’s woman 
troubles.
You tell DeLuco to pull over for a piss break and he 
says, What the hell, Winston, you piss more than a sick camel! 
and you’re not sure that’s one of DeLuco’s best, but you laugh 
like an asshole anyways because o f the way DeLuco says it, and 
everyone else laughs too and when it comes down to it, thinking 
of a sick camel taking a piss is pretty funny. The whole time you 
stand near the back side o f the DeLuco’s wagon on the lip of 
the ditch, waiting to commence with the pissing, you’re sure they 
are trying to think of something about Mother to bust your horns 
about. You feel weird thinking about your mother with your 
dick out, waiting to piss. So you stop thinking. You look up into 
the sky as your piss begins to arc, steaming, onto the ground. 
You think, The stars are pretty clear tonight.
Daniel J. DeLuco— Loss of Sheila Ryker Guarantee privileges: 
January 17, 1999. Fatal statement: “I  Sheila Ryker Guarantee Gary will 
knock this one through. ” DeLuco, an ex-tight end with the Augustana 
College football team and lifelong Minnesota Vikings fanatic, at Jonce’s 
house in Sioux Falls, South Dakota, to watch the N F C  Championship 
with the rest of the guys, is sure Vikings field goal kicker Gary Ander­
son—  “who hasn ’t missed allyear ” as DeLuco reminds the guys— will make 
the 38-yarder he is about to attempt and thus send his beloved Vikings to 
the Super howl. DeLuco gives the Sheila as a show of support, maybe some 
extra magic; Anderson misses. The game goes into overtime and the V i­
kings lose. His Sheila gone and his Vikings sent packing, DeLuco pries 
the stuffed moose head from above Jonce’s mantle and hurls it through the 
picture window, glass exploding onto the lawn. Livery one’s amazed, and a 
little bit scared. Definitely disappointed.
You finally hit the big hill that leads into Redwood Falls 
and DeLuco sings California Dreamin’ by the Mamas and the Pa­
pas at the top of his lungs with Benny— probably the most mu­
sically talented o f your group, since he was still singing in choir 
and playing the trumpet in the pep band into your senior year—  
singing the harmony. Sure, Phelps still plays in the band when do
64 Spring 2004
his mom isn’t demanding he’s somewhere else, like church, but 
everybody knows Phelps sucks in band, as evidenced by the way 
Mr. V. sticks him on the least used instrument— the cymbals— if 
he lets Phelps play in the band at all. Phelps never gets to play 
cymbal in the most important performances, the Star Spangled 
banner at football games. He played once sophomore year but 
was so all over the place with his rhythm that the visiting crowd 
booed when it was over, nearly inciting a patriotic riot. Regard­
less o f musical talent, you and Ole and Jonce join the chorus 
from the back seat, but even you know it’s most likely way off 
key and the sound from the rear is like a sorry pack o f alley cats 
howling into the night, so the backseat keeps the volume down 
to let DeLuco and Benny shine.
The wagon hits Redwood’s Main Street and DeLuco 
slows to cruising pace. Town looks pretty dead, says Ole, but he 
is most likely just being pessimistic because he’s thinking some 
other bonerhead is back in Jeffers scouting out that two-timing 
hussy Tara Nickel instead o f him. DeLuco finishes the main 
drag in less time than it takes The Stones to get through Hey You, 
Get O ff O f My Cloud and DeLuco whips it around the block and 
makes for another loop. You cruise Main eight or nine times and 
are hoping things will liven up, but you don’t want to be the one 
to say it. No one besides Ole wants to say it. Shit, you came all 
the way to Redwood on a school night. Thankfully, Jonce breaks 
the string and says he’s hungry. You pull into the Phillip’s 66 and 
DeLuco says he needs some gas anyway, so as he fills up, Jonce 
and Ole go into the store for some eats, leaving you and Benny 
in the car.
James C. “Winston ” Churchill— Sheila Ryker Guarantee pend­
ing as of June 3, 2002. Statement: “I  Sheila Ryker Guarantee I can get all 
fifty states. ” On a fishing trip in Winnipeg with DeLuco and Phelps, 
Winston gets deep into an argument with a Canadian woman who sports a 
backpack with proud maple leaf patches all over it about who knows geog­
raphy better. After failing to name even half of Canada’s thirteen prov­
inces, Winston challenges the woman to name allfifty American states. The 
woman gets just thirty-two, and Winston beginsjeering, but then DeLuco, 
ever the fair-minded, challenges Winston to get allfifty himself i f  he thinks 
he jr so smart. The woman thinks this a grand idea. Winston says he could
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do it easy, so Phelps asks him if  he’d like to put his Sheila where his mouth 
is. Winston complies, hut after an hour, he still hasn’t come up with Utah or 
Vermont. DeUuco, Phelps and the Canadian woman (now duly informed 
about the wonders of the Sheila Ryker Guarantee and eager to spread it to 
her own homeland) tell Winston to give in. He won’t. He says he didn’tput 
a time limit on his Sheila, and while he is technically right, DeLuco urges 
him to be fair about it and give up. That night around 4 a.m., in their tent, 
Winston crawls from his sleeping bag to DeTuco s, waking him up to whis­
per in his ear, “Utah and Vermont. ” DeLuco tells him fine, but next day 
informs him he must take this matter to the Great Council of Sheila, be­
cause the late Sheila may have bent the rules. Winston is upset about this, 
because he knows that while he is the President of the High Council, DeLuco 
and Penny (back home in the States), are the two swing-voters that round 
out the Council. The matter is stillpending, but Winston fears all is lost.
Just as Ole and Jonce get back to the car in time with 
DeLuco, you and Benny see a red little beater, jam-packed with 
girls, swing through the plaza. You look at Benny. There was 
Sheila Ryker in that car, you say. No, Benny says. DeLuco, Jonce 
and Ole all pop into the car. Guys, you say, trying to hide your 
excitement, There was Sheila Ryker in that car. No, says DeLuco. 
No, says Benny. No, says Jonce. Who cares? says Ole as his 
longing for Tara Nickel has never become more evident.
Dudes! you say, I am telling you Sheila Ryker was in that 
car! I’m giving you a Sheila Ryker Guarantee! After all your 
friends stop laughing at the novel stupidity o f you throwing out 
a “Sheila Ryker Guarantee,” DeLuco shouts, Hell’s Bells, then, 
we better go find out! and he squeals the wagon’s tires out o f the 
66 .
Now it’s not that Sheila Ryker is some kind o f beauty 
queen— in fact, there is nothing spectacular about her in any way. 
She is one o f the Jeffers girls’ tagalongs, a random. Short and on 
the chubby side, Sheila Ryker is in fact very average as far as 
looks go, non-descript, possibly, in the same way as your mother. 
You know this. But she is from Jeffers, your usual cruising town, 
and you were so adamant just then about that being Sheila Ryker 
in that red beater!
DeLuco guns it down Main and pulls even with the red 
Honda. I don’t see her, says Ole. That’s ’cause she ain’t in there,
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says Benny. She is, she is! you say. She’s riding Fag-In-The- 
Middle in the back! This sets your friends off on a fever wave of 
laughter, and DeLuco almost rams the red beater off the road 
with his welfare boat because he can’t physically control himself 
when he gets laughing that hard. He motions with his thumb for 
them to pull over, and the girls get the picture. DeLuco motors 
in behind them and you all barrel out and run up to the girls’ car. 
They are all screaming because they all don’t know any o f you 
and probably think you’re out to assault them or something dumb 
like that, but one of them is not screaming in the back seat in the 
middle, and that is Sheila Ryker, and when you see this, you all 
jump into a giant hug together and start yelling and jumping up 
and down like you won the Super Bowl.
DeLuco goes, Sheila Ryker, what the hell are you doing 
here?! and she says, all confused-like, Cruising? and the way she 
answers with her voice lilting up at the end like she doesn’t know 
what she’s doing there herself tears the guys to pieces. Jonce is 
on fours banging his fists on the highway and Ole has his elbows 
on his knees with his hands holding in his gut, which he acts like 
is going to bust. The Sheila Ryker Guarantee! says Benny, I can’t 
believe it! H ot damn! says DeLuco, and you all laugh some more. 
You look over at the girls and they look mosdy confused, like 
maybe they won something too but aren’t sure what the prize is, 
or if they would want the prize anyway. The driver, a long-haired 
goddess none o f you have seen before, yells out her window, 
W hat’s wrong with you guys, what’s so funny? and DeLuco says, 
Haven’t you ever seen a pack o f morons in love before? and you 
all howl and the girls drive off, Sheila Ryker in tow.
So the Sheila Ryker Guarantee is born, and the whole 
ride home from Redwood you all make up rules for it, like you 
only get one your whole life, and if you give a Sheila Ryker Guar­
antee and are wrong, you lose it forever, and can’t ever have an­
other one. It’s DeLuco who first puts a Sheila to some practical 
use when he gives a Sheila Ryker Guarantee that Tom Satterly 
will play a Beach Boys tune before midnight, and, even though 
everyone knows Satterly loves The Beach Boys, it’s a somewhat 
risky call. But it’s also DeLuco making the call, and he comes 
through like he almost always does, because Satterly plays Little 
Deuce Coupe halfway home. Benny finds a sheet o f paper and he
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even writes down a Sheila Constitution and you make up all these 
rules and intermingle it with some Bible so it reads like, Thou 
shalt have no other Sheilas before me, and In the beginning mas Guarantee, 
and the Guarantee mas mith Sheila, and the Guarantee mas Sheilas. There 
is serious talk o f a bi-monthly Sheila Ryker Guarantee Newslet­
ter.
The Sheila Ryker Guarantee is the only thing in the world 
that is better than a regular guarantee, and, in fact, it spreads like 
prairie fire the rest o f that year. I t’s the ultimate in calling out a 
bullshitter. People at school are losing their Sheilas left and right. 
Oh, you think you can drive from Jeffers to the Twin Cities in 
under two hours? Gimme a Sheila! You say you hate hotdogs 
that much, huh? You say you are never going to eat one again as 
long as you live? Put a Sheila on it. You promise you’ll give me 
that twenty bucks you owe me by Friday? I don’t want a prom­
ise, I want a Sheila. You say you’re asking Tara Nickel to the 
Prom? Yeah right. Stop with the yammering and Sheila up.
Everyone vows to keep telling new people you meet, 
wherever you are after high school, about the Sheila and promise 
to not stop spreading the word until someone sees a headline in 
a national newspaper that today the President of the United States 
gave a Sheila that he was going to bomb so-and-so and everyone 
across America knows that means, Shit, the guy isn’t fooling 
around!
After DeLuco drops you off back home, you start up 
the sidewalk, then stop. You step out onto the lawn. In the 
window, soft-glowing blues and whites flicker. Your mother may 
be a psychopath, but you know by the way she waits up like this 
for you that she cares. Who, with a decent heart, could make fun 
of that? You give your first one, to yourself, when you Sheila 
Ryker Guarantee that you will tell your mom you love her before 
she goes to bed. It won’t be hard to make good on this— you try 
to do it every night.
You walk in the door and see your mother slumped over, 
asleep in her chair. You tiptoe over to her, try to wake her softly. 
Mother, get up, you whisper. She opens her eyes and says, I 
taped the end o f the Wheel for you, James. The guy gets the car. 
You can watch it. Thanks, Mother, you say. I love you Mother, 
you say. You help her up to bed. When you look at her for a
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minute in the dark before closing her door, you listen to her 
breathing and you feel like you want to cry and you want to laugh 
but you don’t know which one would be louder. You walk back 
downstairs.
This is the first Sheila Ryker Guarantee you’ve given since 
you came up with the original. It’s the first time you knowingly 
put one to use, and you came through. The guys would think 
you’re a big pussy. You don’t need that. You might as well keep 
it to yourself.
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Jeff Baker
S t o r y
Once the whole family gathered in the yard 
And we shielded our eyes against the sun 
To watch a hawk circle lower and lower,
Or, we watched the hawk’s shadow move 
Slowly over the fields by our house, while 
My father wasted fourteen rounds attempting 
The impossible shot. I watched as he levered 
The last cartridge into the carbine’s chamber.
I ’m flying too close to the earth.
§
Near dusk we shot a buck. Twice we found 
Places where he’d fallen and rolled, fought 
To get up as the foreign sound of our boots 
Came crisp through cold air— and in those spots 
The blood looked black on the snow and it stunk 
Like the undersides o f moss— and we came down 
Into a field o f winter briars and lost the tracks 
And began to hunt in widening circles for blood. 
There was a blood-trail on the undersides of clouds 
Away from which the earth visibly rolled 
And I felt then my own stink, in me, welling up. 
Circles moving out from the epicenter 
O f a dead animal hardening in snow—
Other circles which close violently inward.
We couldn’t tell the branches 
From the briars— crouching
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Above the gully— the dog 
H e’d shot bawled in the thicket—
The wind had a body we could hear 
It shaving down the ridgeline
Toward us— nothing arrived—
Third time out she wouldn’t hunt—
Explosion o f blood at the haunches- 
Still she ran— home was far—
I was smallest— he gave me 
The .38— the sky ticked—
I pushed in— held the briars 
To balance myself in the mud—
What she was saying in there 
Is untranslatable— do something
Like that, you’ll want to get 
Close— let out a half-breath—
Plant your feet—
Plant your body—
§
Running near dawn, my heart warbles, 
My kneecaps are magnesium crucibles. 
On the ground I’m awkward. I want 
The sun and sea. Keep moving.
Let night pour its strange liquid 
Around me, let this chest propel me 
Until I collapse under my weight 
Like ice. Two boys will find me and kick 
My skull down railroad tracks toward
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A shack where the skeleton of a hawk 
Is nailed to the door, where my father 
Will step out with a lantern and a mailbag, 
Where he will take me in and rest me 
On a splintered table— where no one writes 
There are other earths and skies than these 
Next to the dim candle that barely 
Throws its light over the small 
Ocean o f wax from which it burns.
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Stephanie Lenox
S h o r t e s t  W o m a n  L iv in g
Madge Bester is just 2ft. 1.5 inches tall. 
Sadly, she suffers ostegensis imperfecta 
(characterized by britde bones and 
deformities o f the skeleton.)
—  Guinness World Records 2002
Tell me what other way is there to suffer.
My fragile bones attract the eye — there is no reason 
to feel sorry for me.
Fifty cents for all you can stand 
to look at. Twice as much to pick me up, 
carry me with you around the room.
You must imagine 
me a foreshortened version of your own worn-out 
body. It does hurt a litde.
But this is my life, right?
I’m the living one, says this book of broken records, 
which makes me different from other tiny skeletons 
stretching out at last
in abbreviated coffins.
I’m listed between the shortest man and woman ever. 
When I die, my living title
will be given away.
I should be glad. The others grew beyond their lives -  
nails, hair, and bones crowding their resting place.
Someone once told me that grief fills a person 
the way gas fills a room —
expanding
to take any space it’s given. This book gives 
thirty-four words for what
I must endure — 
my entry into a painful world. Take these words 
into your mouth
and carry them with you.
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Every day I open the book, bend back the spine, 
and read how “Sadly, she suffers.”
It’s all true.
I won’t promise these words will grow easier to bear.
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Fady Joudah
T h e  W ay B ack
I know an axe and a turde’s shell.
I know the day I won
A silver watch in school,
Then came home to tell my mother
Her mother had died.
I know the way
My mother slapped my father 
And let her nails
Linger. Bleeding,
He smiled to teach me:
We slap whom we love.
I know a boy and a turde.
Each dme he held it, it withdrew.
And my aunt was a sea
And two borders removed.
I know the summer she spent waidng
For a visa. Sitdng in bed,
Knees bent to hold a book she was reading.
N o one had told her 
Her mother had died.
When she arrived
She smiled and kissed me.
I said nothing. She wailed and 
My uncle slapped her once.
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I know the sisters wanted 
And the boy also wanted.
To see the body 
Inside its shell.
There were shovels by the grave. 
There was an axe in the garden.
He grabbed it.
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Geoffrey Forsyth
B o x e s
TWO WEEKS AFTER MY girlfriend Brenda died, men 
in a delivery truck rolled up, leaving three enormous boxes out­
side my door. The boxes were extremely heavy. My friend Steve 
helped me move them into the TV room, where they sat un­
opened for too long in front of the couch. Pretty soon I got in 
the habit of resting my legs on them whenever I watched my 
favorite shows. The tops of the boxes softened so much, I 
couldn’t set my food or drinks down on them anymore. Friends 
came over, Steve for instance, and asked me questions about the 
boxes. “Are these from her?” “How come you still haven’t opened 
them?” “Do you have any idea what’s inside?” Enough time 
had passed that it was reasonable for them to pry. And by then, 
splattered like blood on the surfaces o f each box, were spaghetti 
and pizza sauce stains. N ot to mention all o f the spilled drinks: 
a glass o f merlot, a large coffee, a German beer, two bottled 
waters, and a Mountain Dew. It got so my friends were leaving 
notes on the sides of the boxes. I think it was Steve who scribbled 
this one in big black Gothic letters: You have a backward way of 
expressing love.
One day I sat down to watch M*A*S*H. I’m a big Alan 
Alda fan. His face makes me smile even before he says anything. 
Even if he’s involved in something serious, as when he’s tending 
to a patient with a particularly massive war wound, I can’t help 
but go on smiling. Anyway, I was thinking how comforting it 
was to have Alan Alda’s face there in front o f me, when I discov­
ered a hole in the side of one of the boxes, a little dark hole, the 
size o f a quarter. During a commercial I stuck my finger inside 
o f it and felt what was there. Steve let himself in without knock­
ing and sat down next to me. “Thank God for Alan Alda,” he 
said.
After the episode of M*A*S*H, Steve leaned forward 
and stuck his finger in the hole. Steve doesn’t have a face like 
Alan Alda’s, but it’s a good enough face, round and kind. When
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he pulled out his finger the lines on his forehead disappeared. 
He said, “T hat’s what I thought was in there.”
“Me too,” I said.
“D o you want me to leave?” He said.
“I don’t want anyone to leave,” I said.
Later on we rode over to Steve’s house, picked up his 
tools and some wood he had left over from when he built his 
deck, and we brought them back to my place. We'worked steadily 
for five hours— sawing and polishing and measuring and drill­
ing. Afterwards we had a fine set o f bookshelves hanging on the 
wall. We sat back down on the couch and downed a couple o f 
beers. Steve’s forehead was damp and his face was red, but he 
wasn’t breathing hard, like I was. A nother episode o f  M*A*S*H 
was on. There was a festival or some shit going on— forty-eight 
straight hours o f M*A*S*H. During the opening credits I told 
Steve I thought he would’ve made a good wartime surgeon— a 
nice enough thing to say to someone, I suppose, though I wished 
I had waited for the opening music to fade. The music had cheap­
ened the m om ent a bit, and I tried to make up for it by adding, 
“You’re really great in a pinch.” Which was another way o f say­
ing, “1 am not.”
The week before Brenda died had been a whirlwind. She 
was living with her parents by then, resting in the single bed o f 
her childhood. Hospice nurses came and went in shifts, bravely 
talking to her as if she wasn’t sick at all, as if she wasn’t really 
lying there bald with her teeth clenched, waiting to die. I’d visit 
her, and there would be in her room  an entirely new nurse I had 
to introduce myself to. “I ’m the boyfriend,” I would say. Each 
time I said it a razor sharp line o f guilt would slash at my heart. 
Her parents had wanted us to marry and couldn’t understand 
what was taking so long. And now that there was no chance o f 
their dream ever coming true, they greeted me at the door and 
escorted me out each night with a firm handshake. I found that 
when I was in her room, I lost my voice. I couldn’t speak to her 
or touch her or even look at her face. I felt that I had no right 
being there, in her childhood room, with her parents looming 
behind me in the open doorway.
Four days before she died, one o f the hospice nurses, a
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woman named Vera, called me at my hom e and said that Brenda 
had asked if I would come read to her. Right away I went to her 
apartm ent and grabbed a book o ff one o f her many shelves. 
The book was a collection o f short stories by Alice Munro, one 
o f her favorites. I drove it over to her parents’ house, feeling 
close to how I imagine the deliveryman must feel when he sets 
foot out o f the helicopter and runs the fresh new organ up to 
the patient awaiting a transplant. But when I got there, Vera was 
gone, and there was a new worker in her place that I had never 
met before. Brenda’s parents were in her room , sorting through 
her things, dusting o ff swim trophies and the collection o f glass 
animal figurines that were neatly arranged in rows on top o f her 
bureau. W hen I entered the room  her m other said, “Look, Bob. 
H e’s brought her a book. Isn’t that nice?”
“Indeed,” said her father, though I saw by the way he 
went back to dusting that he couldn’t see much use for a book at 
a time like this. W hat he wanted was for someone to make his 
baby well again. Anything short o f that was cast aside with the 
flowers. I was the boyfriend with a book tucked under his arm. 
Even I could see at that hour how ludicrous I m ust have seemed 
to them. So, ignoring what I had originally came there to do, I 
set down the book on her bedside table and left the room  with­
out uttering so much as goodbye. Back in my car, I realized I 
should have stayed, that I was wrong to leave without reading 
her “Labor Day Dinner,” the story she loved most, the one with 
her favorite line: “She must get away, live alone, wear sleeves.”
I used Steve’s box cutter to open the first one. W hen I 
pulled back the flaps and looked inside, a warm musty breath o f 
air blew on my face. There was a note taped to one o f the books. 
Brenda said you would take good care of these for her. The note was 
signed Love, Boh and Katherine. I crum pled up the note— not out 
o f anger or shame; it was just one o f those sad things that was 
too hard to look at right then. I stuffed it in my pocket where I 
would feel it against my leg the rest o f the night. Steve was on 
the couch watching some more M*A*S*H. Every time Alan 
Alda spoke, Steve would say, “How sweet was that?”
I unloaded the books one at a time, setting them  down 
gently on the new shelves. The books still vaguely held some o f
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the smells o f Brenda’s apartment, hints o f  cigarette smoke, fresh 
basil, and Dove soap. In her apartm ent she had had the books 
arranged in a particular way, but I couldn’t rem em ber how. I 
only knew that the red ones belonged together. She didn’t like to 
see the color red all scattered about. O ne pulsing area o f red 
smack in the middle o f  her library was how she preferred it. 
N ow  and then I paused at a title, recalling how she loved to sit up 
late, telling me all about a story she had just read. The ones she 
loved best were about people who managed to escape the im­
possible situations they were in. She was always asking me if I 
thought a particular character had made a right or wrong deci­
sion. She was always measuring herself against the fictional people 
she read about.
After all o f  the books were unpacked and the red ones 
gathered together and lined up on the middle shelf, I was left 
facing the three empty boxes. I asked Steve what I should do 
with them  and he said to cut them  up into pieces and bag them 
for recycling. I didn’t like the sound o f that. Em pty boxes cut 
up to make more empty boxes. It sounded so empty. For a minute 
I considered taking the books o ff the shelves and repacking them, 
but then Steve got up from the couch, dug out a second cutter 
from his toolbox, and started slicing into one o f them. My stom ­
ach felt sick. The television was still on. A wounded soldier was 
being rolled in on a gurney. He had a bandage wrapped around 
his head, and there was a bloodstain soaking through. The sol­
dier was passed out cold. Alan Alda was looking down at him 
with that sad and funny face o f his. “Listen here, kid,” he said. 
“I promise this is going to hurt me m ore than it will you.”
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Winner in the Art Calendar Magazine Crabbie contest, a First 
Place Best of Show in the “Black History Month” art exhibition 
at the Second City Council, and out of 33,000 entrants was a 
finalist in The Artist’s Magazine yearly competition. Her studio 
boasts a host of other art awards, alongside the paintings and 
sculptures she has in progress. She works from her soul, and 
wants to fill the world with love and beauty. “ABSTRACTION 
IS TH E CLEAREST ARTISTIC EXPRESSION OF MY IN ­
NER EXPERIENCES.”
Aaron Conway works as a graphic designer in Missoula, M on­
tana. He studied ceramics and graphic design at Minnesota State 
University, M ankato where he earned his BFA.
Bridget Cross lives in New York City, where she makes ends 
meet as a copy editor and as managing editor o f P E N  America.
L ightsey Darst was awarded a M innesota State Arts Board 
Grant, a residency at the Anderson Center in Red Wing, M inne­
sota, and an AWP Intro Journals Award in 2003. H er recent work 
is published or forthcoming in North Stone Review, Poetry Motel\ 
Permafrost, and Quarterly West. She lives in Minneapolis.
Geoffrey Forsyth is a graduate o f the University o f Iowa and 
The School o f  the A rt Institute o f Chicago. His fiction is pub­
lished or forthcom ing in Rhino, Raver Oak Raview, Other Voices, 
and New Orleans Rxview. He lives in LaGrange Park, Illinois.
Katie H ays’ fiction and poetry has appeared in Cimarron Rfview\ 
Gulf Coast, Beacon Street Review, Folio and Phoebe.
Alison H offm ann studied neuroscience and creative writing at 
Brandeis University and received her MFA in poetry from the 
University o f Arizona, where she teaches writing. H er work has 
received an Academy o f American Poets Prize, a University o f 
Arizona Foundation Award, and the Leslie Leeds Prize from 
Connecticut Review. She lives in Tucson with her husband and 
daughter.
Fady Joudah is a Palestinian American who grew up in the 
Middle East before coming to the U.S. to study medicine. He 
currently practices in H ouston, and is a mem ber o f MSF (Doc­
tors W ithout Borders). He is also a student at Warren Wilson’s 
MFA creative writing program. His work has appeared in Haydens 
Ferry Rxview and is forthcom ing in Passages North.
N a te  L eB ou tillier  hails from  the southw est M innesotan  
plainstowns o f Storden (pop. 274) and W estbrook (pop. 755). 
He is finishing his MFA in creative writing at Minnesota State 
University, Mankato, where he teaches as well. His favorite pair 
o f shoes are currendy these blue and silver Converse Weapons 
he picked up this past summer. He writes poetry and screen­
plays in addidon to fiction, and plays guitar and croons for the 
M ankato punk-blues band, A Mean Ten Pounds.
J. T. Ledbetter is professor o f English at California Lutheran 
University in Thousand Oaks. His poems have been published 
in Poetry, Sewanee Review, New York Quarterly, Prairie Schooner, 
Laurel Review, Puerto Del Sol, and others. His creative non-fiction 
and short stories have appeared in Big Muddy, Under the Sun, 
Crosscurrents, Satire, Pacific Review, and others.
Stephanie Lenox lives in Moscow where she is completing her 
MFA at the University o f Idaho. She has recent or forthcom ing 
work in Crab Creek Review, A tlanta Review, Rattle, and Main Street 
Rag.
M itchell Marco was born in Atlantic City in 1977. He moved to 
New York City in 1994 and graduated from the School o f Visual 
Arts in 1999. By that time, he had been included in several group 
exhibitions in and around New York City. Mitchell had his first 
solo show o f paintings and drawings in 2000, at Wallspace Gal­
lery in New York City.
His work was shown in “Thought Bubble”, a group ex­
hibition at Hofstra University in Hempstead, NY in fall o f  2002. 
He next curated a group exhibition o f drawings by emerging 
artists entitled “Sleight o f H and” at Salena Gallery on Long Is­
land University’s Brooklyn campus. In 2003, he was the recipient 
o f the Alexander Rutsch Award for Works on Paper. In connec­
tion with this award, he exhibited portraits o f political figures in 
a solo exhibition at Pelham Art Center in Pelham, NY.
His paintings tell stories. The mental states o f the char­
acters are displayed hyperbolically through hum or and melodrama. 
Images, which would otherwise be readily understood, are am­
plified and enlarged in order to bring their subjects into question.
In this way, he can explore human psychology and encourage 
viewers to examine their interpretations of gesture and appear­
ance in interpersonal interactions. Mitchell continues to live and 
work in Manhattan.
Nadine Meyer is a PhD candidate at the University of Mis- 
souri-Columbia, where she is poetry editor of Center. She has 
been nominated for a Pushcart Prize, and her poems have re­
cently appeared or are forthcoming in Gulf Coast, Southern Poetry 
Review, Margie, Notre Dame Review and Quarterly West.
Elisabeth Murawski is the author of Moon and Mercury (Wash­
ington Writers Publishing House, 1990) and a chapbook, Troubled 
by an Angel (Cleveland State University Poetry Center, 1997). Her 
poetry has appeared in Yale Review\ Virginia,Quarterly Review, Yield, 
Shenandoah, Southern Humanities Review, Chelsea, and others. She 
has received four grants from the Helene Wurlitzer Foundation 
and a partial fellowship from the Vermont Studio Center.
Robert Pack teaches in the Honors College at The University 
of Montana. “Thirst” will appear in his forthcoming collection, 
E lk in Winter (The University of Chicago Press).
Seth Taylor lives in Southern California with his wife and two- 
year-old daughter, where he teaches English at SDSU. His fic­
tion has been published in Black Warrior Review, Carolina Quar­
terly, and the Indiana Review, among others. He is currently circu­
lating the rumor that he’s completing his first short story collec­
tion.
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